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V Vr itten Originall y by Mr. Shakejpear : 


4nd now very much Alterd : V Vith Additic. 
- ._ of ſeveral Entertainments of MUSICX: 
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The Porous NAMES. 


MEN. 
He Duke of Savoy | —_— — Mr. Arnol4. 
Angelo his Deputy mes FROOg C "0 Mr. Betterton, 


Eſcalus. Chief Miniſter under Angelo ———Mr. Berry. 
A Young Nobleman, of an Ancient Fa- 
Wy mily, but Decayd Fortune; one that "0 
Ci, Behav'd himſelf well in the War, pri- ra —__ 
vately Marry'd to Julietta. 


Lucio, your: Baile, 
Two Courrtiers. 
Baltha<a,. (Mr. Pack. 


Fryer Thomas. 


Provoſt, — _ ——— —-Mr. Freeman. 
WOMEN. 


Siſter to Claudio, a Young Votary, de 
Idea, 3 ſignd, for want of Fortune, to aCMrs. Br.vegirdle, 
Nunnery. | 


A Lady of Conſiderable Fortune ; but 

lett in the hands of a Covetonus Un- EO 
Juietta,gq cle, who is a Hypocrite, and will>Mrs, Bowman, 

give Conſeat to none, that he may not 

part with it, | 


7.:.,,cA Lady of no Fortune, ſecretly Mar-T Mrs. Prize. 
Harianay 1yd to 4ngelo, ; | ; 


SCENE Turn. 


15 Nicholas Battersvy, of the [aner- 
Temple , Eq; 


$ # K; _ 

Will not fo far Rail at my own Pra#:c. as 'to Exclaim 
againſt Epz/tles of this Nature, to People ot the Firtt Qua- 
lity, from Perſons below 'em: However, I tink, "cis 
' much more Reaſonable, to Expreſs our Gratitude to a pri- 
vate Friend in the beſt manner we can; than Court one, 
| to be (o, who values neither the Maz, nor his Dedication , 
farther, than it Flatters his Vanity. The Author 13 not allways 
Guiltleſs of this Weakneſs; To ſhew that he is Acquainted 
with a Maz of Note and Diznity, he ſhall Contels Favours ke ne- 
ver Receiv'd ; and, more often Perition tor em, than he ſhall 
ever Succeed. *Tis Pity, indeed, Men of Genzr95 Eaucation and 
Sentiments, ſhouw'd be Expos'd to ſuch Mean Things, as to have an 
Occaſion to Complain, that there are in Ezg/an4 { the Noblett 
Nation of Earope) a People, Wearing all the Marts of Grandeur 
and Magnificence, whoſe Souls wou'd, much better, Agree with 
the Good Husbandry of Am/terdax and Grnevs. A People, Pro- 
teffing a Value for the Ma/es, and fuch as Belong to 'em ; while, 
in the Little Care they take, to Incourage their Studies, we Dit- 
cover their Concern for the S:/ters and their Sos Contiits in 
nothing more, than Promoting their Interett, and Humour 
their own Conceit of Inſpiration. Praiſe is ever Wellcome when 
it Colts Nothing : and it a Good Word, or a Fair Promite, will 
Engage a V/7riter to Speak Well of one that wants i, the Bar- 
gain is Cheap enough, when it can be to calily Purchas'd. 1 ho' 
a Little VVarmer Aſſiſtance, wou'd, fome:tumes he neceilory : 
Yet this is the Entertainment we have Generally found. And fnce 
the Patrons are of ſuch Milcrable Diſpolitions, I ice no reaſon why 
we ſhou'd not Prefer the Friez:s we Converſe with, and who arc 
tond of Serving us, before tuch as Treat us, like their Do/21c%s, 
in every thing but Promoting us. 
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The Epiflle Dedicatory, &c. 

Experience tells me, there are many, whoſe Names are not fo 
often repeated, nor their Liveries ſo much ſeen, who Deſerve as 
well to be Remembred, as thoſe who Aﬀett to be Popular, only 0 
by having it in their Pozer to do Good, tho! it is never in their. 
Natures, A Free, Eaſie Converſation, a Pleaſant Temper, and a 
Readineſs to Oblige a Friend, in Every Thing that a Man is able; 
are Qualities, | which will Eternally Render ſuch a one Happy 
Himſelf, and all thoſe Happy. who know him. 

That you Poſſeſs theſe, eyery body, of your Acquaintance, muſt 
Confe(s; tho? no Man has had more Temptation than you to Ac- 

 cuſe his Szars, ard RY to be allwaves out of Humour, 
and Help to make your Friends as uneafie as Himſelf ; as 1 have 
known ſome Perſons,with whom the VVorld, being with Juſtice 
diſguſted, endeavour to make thoſe they Converſe with, as wretch- 
ed as themlelves, in their perpetual Spleen and Vexation. The 
Perſecution of a Father is ſufficient to give a Man an Ill Opinion 
of Mankind in General ; but, as yours is no more your Re- 
lation, than the Law of Nations has made him, 1ou have Learn't 
to Treat him with the {ame Indifiterence his 1 Prafices have ac- 
uir'd from the reſt of the VVorld : A Man muſt have a great 
eal of Good Nature, that can ſtand out againit the Injullice and 
Opprefſion of thoſe, who, in Duty, are bound to Protect him. 
Bur there arc ſome Men, io Awkard in their V Vicked Actions ; 
that they make ' themſelves Ridiculous, when they aim at being 
Dreadful ; and, like the Perlon you deal with , provoke Piry 
rather than Terror. Folly being generally its own puniſhment : 
and thoſe that aim at Rutining another, ſeldom fail of deſtroy- 
ing themſelves. . I would not tay ſo much of this in ſo open a 
place, but that 1 believe there are many Ladouring under the 
fame: Inconvenience, who have not heart to Ditingage chemſelves 
ſo well as you, from the Troubles of a Marry d Lite and a Fami- 
ty; and, to appear as Gay, 1n the midit of Liſappointments, as it 
ou were the Maſter of your Vows and Fortune. I beg you to 
accept this Preſent, as a Hearty Return for the many Civilities I 
have Receiv'd trom yoa : and, fſiace 'tis much more Shate/zear- 
chan Mine, to make it a part oi your Diveriion, in the Long Re- 


trement of a Vacation. : | 
i aw, Sr, 


Tour Humble $::vant, + 


THE 


PROLOGUE, 


By Mr. OL DMIXON. 
Spoken by Mr. Betterton. 


O pleaſe this Winter, we all Meanes have us'd ; 

Old Playes bave been Reviv'd,and New Produc'd. 
But you, it ſeems, by Us, wou'd not be Serv'd ; 
And others Thrive, while we were almoſt Starv'd. 

Our Houſe you daily ſhun'd, yet Theirs you Cram'd, 

And Flock'd to ſee the very Plays you Damid. 

In vain you Prais'd our Aion, and our Wit ; 

The beſt Applauſe is in a Crowded Pit. 

In vain you ſaid, you did their Farce deſpiſe ; 

Wit won the Bays, but Farce the Golden Prize. 

But that next Tear, we may with them, be ev'n, 

We theſe Inſtruions to our Bards bave giv'n, 

Firſt bid Defyance to all Senſe and Fules ; 

We Live not by the Criticks, bat the Fools, : 

Let Noiſe for Wit, and YVhim for Humour paſs, 

And riſe an AQtor from ſome New Grimace. 

No more let Labour'd Scenes, with Pain, be /Vrought, 

VV hat leaſt is wanting in a Play, is Thought. 

Let neither Dance, nor Muſick be forgot, 

Nor Scenes, 19 matter for the Senſe, or Plot. 

Such things we own in Shakeſpears days migyt do ; 

But then bis Audience did not Guadge like you. 

Good Senſe was well receiv'd from Honelt Ben ; 

Vi hile none wou'd ſuffer Flecknocs Iriſh Pen. 

Tet, in bis Son, Sleeping Monarch Reigns, 

And dreadful YVVar, with F Fit and Senſe, Maintains, 

Study the Smithfield-Bards, and him, with cave ; 

Like thoſe V/Yrite Non-/enſe, and, like theſe, you'll fare. 

Ey this you may, the Towns Reſentment ſooth ;, 

Or, you muſt Starve,and we ſhut up our Booth, [Going,Comes Back ; 


Hold ; I forgot the Buſineſs of the Day ; 
No more than this, Ve, for our Selves, need Say, $ 
\Tv is Purcels Muſick, ang "tis Shakeſpears Play. 
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The Epilogue. 


Shakeſpeares GHOST, 


By the Same, 


Spoken by Mr. Yerbruggen, 
Nough *your Cruelty Alive I knew ; 

And muſt I Dead be Terſecuted too ? 

Injur'd ſo much of late upon the Stage, 
. My Ghoſt can bear no more ; but comes to Rage, 

Ay Plays, by Scriblers, Manghd I bave ſeen ; 
By Lifeleſs Ators Murder'd on the Scene. 
Fat Falſtaff here, with Pleaſure, I beheld, 
Toſs off his Bottle, and his Truncheon mweild . 
Such as I meant him, ſuch the Knight appear'd; 
He Bragg'd like Falſtaff, and, like Falſtaff, fear'd. 
But when, on yonder Stage, the Knave was ſhewn 
Ev'n by my Self, the Piure ſcarce was knonn. 
Themſelves, and not the ſan I drew, they Play'd : 
And Frye Dull E-ts, of One poor Coxcomb, made. 
Hell ! that on you ſuch Tricks as theſe ſhou'd paſf, 
Or I be made the Zurden of an Als! 
O» ! if Machbeth, or Hamlet ever ficard, 
Or Deſdemona &r your Paſſions rais'd ; 
If Brutus, or the Fleeding Cxlar &r 
Inſpir'd your Pity, or provok'd your Fear, 
Let me 1:0 more endure ſuch Attchty VTTrongs, 

Zy Scriblers Folly, or by Actors Lungs. 

So, late may Betterton forſake the Stage, 

And long may Barty Live to Charm the Age. 
lay a New Otway Riſe, and Learn to Move 
The Men with Terror, an4 the Fair with Love ! 
Again, may Congreve, try the Commic Strarn ; 
cind Wycherly Revive his Ancient Vein : 

Flſe may your Pleaſure prove your greateſt Curſe ; 
And thoſe woo new Write dully, ſtill Write worſe. 
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ACT. I SCENE'E 
A Large HALL in the Palace. 


On one Side Enter Zucio. On'the other Palthaxer. 


Lucio. Hat, Balthazar Return'd from the Wars? "UP 
Bal, Ev'n as you lee, Friend Lucio , ſpight 
Now Mars is gon to take a Nap till Spring, (Bullets 
I, that hate [dleneſs, ſeek other Warfare : - 
Love, Love, my Lucio, Love 3 this Winter Seaſon 
Will fiad me Work ; and, if there are, in Tur, 
But Eyes, of any Colour, Blew, Gray, Black, 
My Courage will Attack 'em. 
Lic, Hold ! my Friend : 
You that go a Volunteering to the Wars, 
And rather than not Fight, ſeek Forraign Quarreis, 
When your own Prince has none, muſt go ſeek Love 
In other Countrys too, if you'd be ſafe. ; 
Bal:b, Safe? ſure there are yet ſome Sound in Twi. 
Luc. Oh! you miſtake me, Sir 3 but were there none, 
You might Compound that Miſchief for ſome Pain - 
At worſt, but pay a Lim> : bur, as things go, 
Your Neck, or nothing, Segnior, now will do. 
Balth, Prithee be plain. 
Luc, Why thus it is then, mind me; 
Our Duke 1s gon, Incognito, to Travel. 
Bal, That I have heard : And that Lord Angelo 
Is left his Deputy, 
Luc. Right, Sir ; And whether 
The Novelty of Pow'r thus turns his Brain : 
Or, that tie Body-Politic's a Horſe, 
” : B Rid 
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Rd by rhe Governour 3 who, newly ſeated, 
Lets ir ſtrait feel the Spur, that ic may know 
He can Command; 11 aot decide, burt-he - 4 
Awakes thoſe Drowſy and Negleted Laws, w- 
Whoſe Grinding Penaltys has made *em Sleep 
Theſe Nineteen years, to get himſelf a Name. 
Balth. What's that ts-Love, Friend Lucio ? 
Z:6c, Be Patzent - | 
And know, Lord Angels's a Man z whoſe Blood 


The wanton Stings. and Motions of the Senſ 
He, from thoſe Laws, has now pick'd out an A 
That Dooms Unlicens'd Love t'tmmediate Death. 
7 al. Deathi there's a Law, ere *twas made by Eunnchs. 
Luc. No,no by Old State-Cuckolds,formal Hypocrites, 
And Unpexforming Husbands. 
Bal. Sure\"tis for Terror, 
And empty Threats alone that he has roug'd it. 
He has made no New Examples, has he yer ? | 
Tuc. 1 cannot ſay there yer is one diſpach'd 
But every Priſon in the Town is full 
Ot Bauds, Pimps, and V Vhoring Soldiers, like your ſelf, Sir- 
And Clazdio, fo fam'd for every Noble Virtue, 
1 hai proves-him worthy his Illuſtrious Race ; 
Young, Brave, and Learned, tho? he is a Noble Man. 
"This Claudio, 1 fay,' ſtands now Condemn'd 
2por.'this AQ, and muſt to Morrow Dye. 
3484, You'Ture but Rally ; Pray be Serious. 
Zi. Why this 1s known to all the City, 
"How coo'd it miſs your Ears ? 
5zlti. 1 juſt Alighted, and came to-Pay my Court tothe Deputy. 
Lzc, Thisis a certain Truth, and all his Friends 
Have been Repniz'd ; aay, the Lord Eſcalus, 
The nxtin'Digaity to himſelf, has Su'd, 


'In-vein, for Claudis's Pardon. 


Bai, 'If "tis io, 


_ "How- can this'Sorr”r | Governour be pleas'd ? 
_ With "My\ick, Shew, and Opera's ; thoſe 
'Seidora pleale, where Cruelty preſides : 


'And' yer, lincel have come into the Palare, 
P7+ neard the Tuning of various Inſtruments, 
*Knd the rr: llivg of ſoft Melodious Voices. 

tnc, The the Good Eſc alus prepar'd, 
In-nopes iv ict, and ſweeten his Sour Temper; 
That hen the-Power of Harmony prevails, 
| -His 


C3) 


His Soul may reliſh Mercy, more than Jaſtice, 
For fo he calls th Extreams of this Wild Law. 
Burt that he may not tire him with this Mulick, 
He devides the Entertainment iuto Four. 

But fee they come, 


Enter Angelo, Eiſcalus and Attendants. 


Arg. We muſt not make a Scare-crow of the Law, 
Setting it vp to Fright the Birds of Prey, 
Till Cuſtom make it their Pearch, and not their Terror. 

Eſca. Let it be Keen, and rather Cur a little, 

Than fall, and bruiſe to death : Alas, this Gentleman, 
Whom 1 wou'd Save, had a moſt Noble Father ; 

And has, himſelf, perform'd moſt Noble Deeds 

To lerve his Country, and declares he's Marry'd. 

Ang. He that contemns his Countrys Laws, Sir, loſes 
His faireſt beſt Pretence of ſerving her : 

For Paſſions more, than Virtue, oft 1 aſpire 
Hot Youth to fignalize themſelves in War. 
Then for his vain Pretence of Marriage, *tis 
An Old, a Common Trick, t'evade the Laws: 
Or, if were true, it was ſo Clandeſtine, 
That it deſerves the Fate He now ſhall meet. 
What ſh3ll 1 ſay to Julietta's Friends ? 

Whoſe Injur'd Honour calls upon my Juſtice. 

Eſca. Whoſe baſe Hypocrifte conceals their Malice, 
Under that Name : They wou'd not preſs you thus, 
Die they not hope, by Claudio's Death, to fave 
Tuliette's Wealthy Fortune for themſelves. 

Since the ſame Law, thar Dooms the Man to Death, 
Condemns the Woman, : after Pablick Pennance, 
To end her Life within a Monaftry. 

Ang. No more, good F/:4/us ; nor let your Frieadſh:p 
Betray you to abuſe the Pions Pero. 

E/ca. Set but your ſelf then in Cidiv's Place ; 

Love, Opportunity, Confent, and Boyling You th, 

Have they not, in your "Time, ar leaſt Alaro'd + ,01 

If not Compell'd you t9 the lilze Tra nſoreſiion * 
ng, *Tis one thing tO be tempred, E/ſoalus, 

Another thing to fall - *tis no E xcuſe 

-or his Tranſgreflion, that | have my Failings 3 

Yer, when I fail fo, ſo let me be ScentenVd. 

Ha! Belthazar / ] Taw you not, How long Arriv'Q * 

Bal. But juſt alizhred, Sir; tor my Dry, 
Co kiſs your Hands, forbid De: vs of D:cfs. 

Ang. *Tis well ; no Flatter”, B 
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Serv. My Lord, here is © 
Count Claudio's Siſter, deſigns Acceſs. 
Ang. Admit her—his Siſter Efralus, if 
I miſtake not, left without a Forrune , 
Tho? Beautiful, and Young ; defigns to ſpend 
Her Life in the Bleſs'd Retuge of a Cloiſter.  _. 
Eſca. She does. my Lord ; but er ſhe go, I hope 
She may do this Good Deed, to fave her Brother. 
Ang. Do you then think my Purpoſes, like Womens, 
To be diſlolv'd by Whining Prayers and Tears ? 


Enter Iſabella. 


She's Beautiful indeed. Your Will, fair Maid ? 
{ja. 1 am a Mournful Suiter to your Grace, 
It you'll vouchſafe to hear me. 
Ang. Well3 Your Suir ? 
Iſa. 1 have a Brother that's Gondenm'd to Dye. 
T do beſeech you, let it be his Fault, 
And not Himſelf. 
_ Efca. Heavn give thee moving Graces. 
Ang. Condemn the Favlt,and yer the Atter ſpare ; 
Why every Fault's condemn'd e'r it be done. 
Mine were the very Cypher of a FunQtion, 
To fine the Faults, whoſe Fines ſtand on Record ; 
And fer the AQtor Free, | 
//.4. Bur, Sir, my Brother 
Is by Misfortune, more than Guilt, betray'd 
Tothe hard Cenſure of the Law. He's Marry'd, 
But wanting Witneſs of the Holy ContraR, | 
The Blind Dead Letter claims him as a Forfeit. 
Azz. Be not deceiv'd with vain pretence of Virtue ; , 
_ How eaſe *tis tor Criminals to eſcape, 
If we 3c<jteve but what they dare Allcrt, 
Iſa. Allow vs Time then but to ſend to France, 
For the Good Father that he Names. 
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. Dclays,. | | 

Are what he ſeeks to avoid the Stroak, - | | 
By ſome Siniſter means. No ; he muſt Dye. F 
T/a. Muſt he needs Dye ? G 


\ -efng. There is no Remedy. 

T/a, Yes; I believe that you might Pardon him, 's 

And neither Heav'n nor Man Grieve at the Mercy. 
Ang. 1 will not dot. 

| 1ſs. You 


Jſa. You can then if you wor'd. | 
Ang. That which I ſhou'd not do, I cannot do. 
Iſa. You may, Sir, do it, and not wrong the World. 
Oh ! that the ſoftneſs of my Heart were yours. 
Ang. He's ſentenc'd, *ris too late. 
Eſca. You are too cold. 
Iſa. Too late ! I who have ſpoke a Word may call 
The meaning back; no Ceremony, 
No Ornament, that to the great belongs ; 
Not the Kings Crown, nor the deputed Sword - 
The Marſhals Truncheon, or the Judges Robe, 
Becomes them with ſo beautiful a Grace, 
As Mercy does. If he had been as you, 
And you as he, you might have err'd like him, 
But he, like you, wou'd not have been ſo ſtern. : 
Ang. Ha! my Soul ! how near ſhe ſtrikes on Truth. [ ade. 
[ pray begon. 7 
Iſa. Oh 1 that you were [ſabella Suing, 
And 1 inveſted with your Power, you foon 
Shou'd ſee the Sorrow of a. Siſters Tears 
Shov'd cleanſe the foulneſs of a Brothers fault. 
Eſca. That's the Vein, touch it boldly, Madam. 
Ang. He's forfeit to the Law, you loſe your time. 
I/a. Alas! alas! all Souls were forfeit once, 
And he that might the vantage beſt have took, 
Found out the Remedy. What wov'd you do, 
if y who on the utmoſt top of Heights, 
On Judges fits, ſhou'd judge you as you are. 
ng. Be you content, fair Maid, it is the Law, 
Not 1, condemns him, if he were my Son 
He dy'd to morrow. 
Iſa. To morrow ! he's not prepar'd, ſpare, oh! ſpare him 
"| Ler Mercy ſpeak, Oh ! give him time, the Guilty 
In this are Numerous, yet none have dy'd. 
And if he muſt, Oh! let him dye Prepar'd. | 
Ang. That none have dy'd, has made the Law contemn's ; 
The Number of Offenclets had been leſs 
Had the firſt ſuffer'd. 
1/a. My Brother has ſome Flea, 
For he is Married ; not like others Guilty, 
Save in Appearance. 
Ang. The Law only Judges 
Of things as they appear, and then he's guilty. 
1/a. You ſhou'd iaſtrut the Law : Oh ! ſhew ſome Pity. 
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Lung. 1 ſhew it moſt of all when I ſhew Juſtice 
For then I pity thoſe I do not know, ; 
When Pardon'd Crimes, might teach 'em to offend 
Be ſatisfy'd your Brother dyes to morrow. s | 
I{a. So you muſt be the firſt that gives'this Sentence ; 
And he the firſt that ſuffers, | 
Eſca. That's wel) urg'd. 
Ia 1f Men cou'd Thunder 
As great Jove does, we ne'r ſhou'd be at quiet, 
For every Cholerik petty Officer F, 
Wov'd uſe the Magazeen of Heaven for Thunder ; 
Nothing but Thunder - Oh! Merciful Heav'n / 
Thov rather with thy ſharp 2ad Sulphurous Bolt, 
Poſt ſplit the Knotty and Obdurat Oak, 
Than the ſofr Mirtle, Oh! but Man, Proud Man, 
( Dreſs'd in a littte Breef Authority, 
Moſt ignorant of what he thinks himſelf 
Aſſur'd ) 1n kis frail Glzſly Eſſence, like 
An Angry Ape, plays ſuch Fantaſtick Tricks, 
Betore High Heav'n, as wou'd make Angols laugh, 
If they were Mortal, and had Spleens like vs. 
Efca. To him, be will relent, | ind hun coming. 
Ang. Why ſhew you all this P.\h»n betor2 me ? 
1fa. Authority, tho? it may err ji{2 others, 
Yet has a kind of Medicine in 1124 16 r 
Thar $kins the top of Vice ; knock 3t your Boſom, 
And ask your Heart, Sir.if it &nyws no Crime 
That's like my Brothers, if it does, then let it 
Ne'r give Sentence from your Tongyve againſt his Life. 
Ang. Ha ! $he ſpeaks ſuch pointed Truths, that wonnds 
My guilty Soul, — farwscll. [ £0ng. 
Jſa. Ba, my Lord turn back. 
£ing. | will conſider — come again anon. 
Eſca. Away, enovgh. 
Iſa. All Bleſſings on your Exce::ence. 
At what hour ſhall 1 attend you, Sir ? 
Ang. Soon as the Oper is over, 
Iſz. Angels Preſerve you. 
Ang. From thee — evn trom tay Virtue, 
What's this I feel ? Is it her. fault or mine ? 
The Tempter, or the Tempted ? Who fins moſt ? Ha ! ; 
Not She ;' nor does She Femprt, dur it is ly Afar. 
That lying by the. Violet, 1a the Sun, 
Corrrpt, like Carrion, by his friendly Beams, 
But Ripen not like the Flower into Sweets, 


PLN 


A 


VA 


A 


\/ 


—_ +45 " 


>» 


% 


(SC; 
N 


C3 
ww 
« 
Ty 


, "JC; 
A'S 
” FAKE 


F Ext. 


/ 


Eſet He's 


de. 


EE] 
Eſca. e's grown Thoughtful, I hope he's won. 
Ang. Can Virtue win us more to Vice, than Vice ? | 
Oh! fie! fie! fie? What doſt thou Avgelo ? 
Is it her Virtue,that thou Tov'ſt ? oh! no! 
Thou falſe and delnding Guide,who in Diſguiſe» 
- Of Virtues ſhape, leadſt us thro” Heav'n to Hell ! | 
No Vicious Beauty cou'd wich Praftis'd Art, [afsde. 
Subdue my Heart like Virgin Innocence. 
Pl think no more on'r, but with Muſick chaſe 
Away the Guilty Image. * | 
Muſick they ſay can Calm the ruffled Soul, 
* Pm ſure a mighty Tempeſt ruffles mine. 
My Lord, if your Diverſions now are ready 
I am diſpos'd to ſee 'em. 
Eſc. Pleaſe you to fir, they wait but your Command. | 
Luc. Begin the Opera, the Depvty attends. _ They ali ft 


The LOVES of Dido and Areas, a MASK, in Four MUSICAL 
ENTERTATNMENTS, 


The Firſt Entertainment. 
Enter QUEEN DIDO, Belinda, and Train, 


Belinda S/NGS. 
Bel. Hake the Cloud from off your Brow, 
Fate your Wiſhes does Allow ; 
Empire (. rowing, 


Pleaſures Flowing ; 
Fortune Smiles, an4 fo wa you, 
Shake tbe Cloud from off your Brow. 


Cho. Baniſh Sorrow, Pamiſh Care, 
Grief ſhou'd ne're approach the Farr 


- Dido, -b ! Belinda I am pref, 

With Torment not to be Confeſt - 

Peace and I are ſtrangers crown, 

I languiſh till my Grief 1s known, 

Tet wou'd not bave it Cueſt. 

Bel. Grief Encrea/ing, by Concealing. 
Dido. Mime admits of no Revealing. 
Bel. Then let me ſpeak, the Trojan gueſt, 

Into your Tender Theughts bas preſ8. 
2 Woman. The, greateſ# bleſſing Fate can give, 

| Our Carthage to ſecure, and Troy revive. 

Cho. When Monarcbs unite, how ny ap State, 


They Triumph at once- or e their. Foes and their Fate. 
Dido. Whence 
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| Dido. Whence cow'd ſo much Virtue Springs 
| What Storms, . what Battles did be Sing, 
Anchiſes Valour mixt with Veaus's Charms, 
How ſoft in Peace, and yet bow fierce i Arms. 
Bel. A bed ghotg Aron my of Wo, | 
| Might melt the Rocks as well as you. 
2 Woman. What ubborn Heart unmov'd cou'd ſee, 
Such Diſtreſs without Pity, 
Dido. Afine with Storms of Care oppreſt, 
| Is Taught to wtthout the Diftreſs. 
Mean Wretches grief can Touch, 
So ſoft ſo ſenſible my Breaſt. 
But ah! I fear, I pity bis too 71uch, 
Bel. and then 2 Fear no Danger to enſue, 


the Cho, F The Hero Loves as well as you ; 
Ever Gentle, ever Smiling, 'CDance to 
And the Cares of Life beguiling. this Cho, 


Cupid's ftrew your path with Flowers, 
Gather'd from Elizian Bowers, 


Enter Ancas with his Train. 
Bel. See your Royal Gueſt appears, 
How God-like 1s the forme he bears, 
An. When Royal fair ſhall 1 be bleft, 
With cares of Love, and ſtate Diſtreſs. 
Dido. Fate forbids what you Perſue, 
Xn. AXneas has no Fatc but you, 
Let Dido Smile, and Þ"ll defie, 
The feeble ſtroke of Deſtiny. 
Cho. Cupid only Throws the Dart, 
That's Dreadful to a IWarriour's Heart ;, 
And fhe that wounds can only cure the Sma't, 


En. If not for mine, for Enpires Sake, 
Some pity on your Lover tate, 
Ab) make not, i; a hopeleſs Fire, 
A Fiero fall.and 1 roy once more Expire, 
Bel. Purſue thy Conqueſt, Love —— ber Eyes, 
Confeſs the Flaine her Tongue denyes, 
Cho, To the Alills and ths V.les, to the Rocks and the Mountains, 
To the /7uſtca! Groves, and the cool ſhady Fountains, 
Let the Triumph of Love and of Beauty be ſhown, 
Co Revel yc Cupids the Day ts your own. - 


The Triumphing Dance. 


Ang. This 
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Ang. This Muſick is no Cure for my Diſtemper ; 
For, every Note, to my Enchanted Ears, 
Szem'd to Sing only 1ſabella's Beaury, _ 
Her Youth, her Beauty, and her Tender Pity 
Combine :o ruin mg! Ha! Doſt thou then 
Detire her foully ? Det her Brother Live. 
Thieves, for their Robbery, have Authority, 
When Judges ſteal themſelves. Then I do Love her, 
That | defire to hear her Speak again : 
Her Tonove, alas ! will but Increaſe my Pain : 
Strange Witchery of Love. 
We are unealie with its raging Fire; 
Yer ſeek the Obje& to encreaſe Dcefrre, 
W hoſe Fury elſe, wou'd, of- it ſelf, Expire. 


The End of the Fionſk ACT. 
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ACT Þ: SCENE 


Wl ROO M in the Pallace. 


Enter Angelo Alone, 


EN. Hen I wou'd Pray, and Think ; I Think, and Pray 
To leveral Objetts ! Heav'n has my empty-Words, 
_ But //abellz Engroſles all my Thoughts. 
Aﬀeairs'of State, of late my Darling Study, 
Are, like a Gond Thing often Read, grown Tetious : + 
And, my Vain Gravity, I've heen ſo proud of, 
I now cou'd change for idle Plumes that Wanton 
ln the Air; and like Gay Youthful Dreſs. 


Enter Servant. 


Ser. The Siſter, Sir, of Claudio, deſires Accefs, 


Ang. Shew her the way. ©! Heaven ! Why does my Blood 
Thus muſter to my Heart, making it unable : 
Toexecute its Office, and robbing other parts 


This | Of what, ia leſſer ſtreams, they would make uſeful. 
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$9 deal officious Throngs, with him that Swoons ; 

Taey Flo:k to belp him, but ſtop up the Air, 

With which he ſhou'd Revive : And fo, 

Tne Namerovs Subjects of a King Belov'd, 

Quit their own Home, and, with Rude Fondnefs, Preſs me 
Jaco his Preſence ; where their Untaught Love 

Ault needs appear Offenſive. | 


Enter Iſabella. 


tag, Well Iſabella, 
7/.;i, I'm come to know your Pleaſure, 
Ang. That you did know it, wou'd much better Pleaſe me, 
Thin to Demand what "tis. Your Brother Dies. 
J/2, It he muſt Die, then I've no more to ſay. 
Arg. Yet he may ave awhile, nay, as long as 
Yen or 1, yer muſt he Dye. 
i/a. Under your Seatence ? 
Ang. Yes. | 
Iſa. When 1 Beſeech-you ? that 11 his Reprieve, 
( Loager or Shorter ) he may be (© ficted, 
T hat his Soul may not Suffer with his Body. 
Ang. And yet it were as good to Pardon him, 
That has, fron Nature, Stol'n a Man atready 
Me. as to permit their Saucy Sweetneſs ; 
%& ho Coin Heaven's Image in a Stamp forbidden. 
1/a. That is ſer down in Heaven bur not on Earth. 
Ang. How? fay you ſo? then I ſhall quickly Poſe you, 
Which had you rather, that your Brother Dye, 
By this Juſt Law? orelle, to ſave his Life, 
Give up your Self to the {ame Blemiſh, 
Thi fthemow ſuffers, whom your Brother Stain'd. 
iſz. Yd rather give my Body thea my Soul. 
Ang. Talk not of your Soul, our compelPd fins 
'Stand more for Number, than Account, 
tfa. How, Sir? | | 
Ang. Nay, I] not warrant that ; but Anſwer me. 
i (now the Voice of the Recorded Law) 
Pronounce the Sentence on your Brother?s Life. 
Might there ant be a Charity in Sin 
To fave thar Life ? 
iſa. 1 to Pardon him be Sin, | 
feavn, let me bear it ! Ir ſhall be my Pray'r, 
To have it :4ded to my Fanlts, not yours. 
Ang. Nay, but mind me 3 your Senſe' purſues not mine ; 
AQ" you's Ignorant, or Crattily would feemſo; 
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And that's not good, Then marke me, //abel ; 
II! ſpeak more plain—— Your Brother 1s to Dye, 
Iſa. True. 
Ang. Admit no other way to ſave his Life, 
( Nor ſubſcribe 1 that, but by way of Queſtion ) 
But the Surrender of your Youth :#! Beauty 
To the Embraces of a Man, . hoſe power 
With me his Judge, cou'd free him. from ti.'s Danger ? 
What wou'd you do> 
Iſa. For him, as for my ſelf : 
Th Impreſlions of ſharp V Vhips, Pd wear as Rubys, 
And ſhip my ſelf to Death, 25 to a Bed, 
E'r 1 wow'd yield my Honour up to Shaine. 
Ang Then muſt your Bicther Dye. 
Iſa. And better *rwere :! at he ſhould Dye a while, 
Then, for his Ranſome, I ſhoyg Dye for ever. 
Ang. Then are not you as Cruel as the Law, 
I hat you have Slander'd fo ? 
Iſa. Lawtul Viercy, Sir, 
Is not at all A-kin to Foul Redemption. 
ng. We all are frail. 
Iſa. Elf: ler my Brother Dye. 
Ang. Nay — VVonmen are frail too. 
Iſa. Yes, as the Glailes, where they View themfelves. 
VVomen aie ſoft, a: their Complexions ; eaſte 
To take a falſe Impreſſion on their Credutons Minds. 
92.1 do Arreſt your Words —— Be what you are—— 
That is, a Woman If you'r more, you'r none. 
It you are one, as your Bright Form affures, 
1 hen ſhew it now. 
1j.i, 1 underſtand you not. 
£ng, Know then, | Love you. 
Iſa, My Brother Lov'd 7ulictta, 
And you've juſt told me he mult dye for it. 
Ang. No : he ſhall live, if you'l reward my Love. 
Ifa. Securely from your Power you take a Licenie, 
To ſeem what you are nor, to fathom others. 
ng. Believe me, an my Honour, I do Love thee , 
Nor can I Live, unleſs thou make me happy. 
Jfa. My Lord, This is too Palpable. 
Ang. By Heaven ! 
By what 1 molt Deſire, thy Charming Self, 
Thy Words expreſs my Purpoſe. 
Ifa. If, my Lord (you Love with Honour,) you will not deny 
That, I with Honour Ask. 


G2 Ang. Our 
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447, Ovr Conteſt is | 
On Empty Names, Grim Juſtice, and Stern Honour, 
Drive thou that Fantome from thy Downy. Breaſt, 
And zive a looſe to more Subſtantial Joys, 
Ang 1 will Shackle up Deltroying Juſtice, 
And give thy Brother his Requelted Lite. 
Iſz, 1 am Amarz'd. : 
A:3. How can't thon doubt thy Eyes, 
V\Whoſe warmth can melt Proud Virtue into Luſt. 
Fire Ages Icy Winter, with Deſires 
As Ficrce, and Uncontoulable, as Youth, 
B:hold. me, Maid ! *Spight oft my Rigid Nature, 
And the Acqui.'d Severicy of Cuſtom 
Bcfo e thy Eyes, . grow ſoft, as Luxury ; 
[| temperate, as thoughtleſs Libertines ; 
And Raſh, and Unadviſcd, as Youthful Love : 
Yes, //abc# ;,1 that have Coudemn'd thy Brother. 
}, whom Law binds, to fee him Suffer Death, 
Sell, for a Smile, my Fame, my Honour, Juſtice. 
1{a. 1 wii! Proclaim thee, .-nyelo, look for't : 
Stvn m2 a preſent Pardon for my Brother, 
Or, 1 will tell the World Atoud, what Man 
Thon art 
ng. Who will believe you, //abel ? 
My Name Unſilly'd, and my Life Avſtere ; 
My Word azainſt you, and my Place i'th* State, 
Will ſtifle all your firgle Voice can Publiſh. 
And thns, ſecure, I give Delire the Reins ; 
Yield ro my Paffion , or. your Brother ſhall 
Not oniy Dye, but Dye in Burning Toments. 
If:. To whom ſhall I Complain ? If 1 tell this, 
Who will believe me ? 
Avg. You have Conſider'd right, 
T'#s 13 a Day of Joy,, our Good Dukes Birth-Day ; 
And, in Complyance with Lord Eſcalus, 
T have Dcvored it to Mirth and Pattime : 
And Love ha. given a taſt of Harmony, 
Till now ! knew not; If you will partake, 
Go with me to the Hall, where now chey wait me 
It may di{arm you of your froward Virtue, 
And mee you reliſh Pleaſure. 
Ie. Bow il Men 
Tervert mvit HeayPoly things! No; Il away, 
And bid my Brother for his Death Prepare. 
Aug. Cenfder on it, and at Ten this Evening ; 
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If you vl comply, you'il meet me at the Opera. | CExi, 
Ia. Oh! ler me fly from thts deceirful World, 

To Virgin Cloiſters, the Retreat of Truth, 
Where Arts of Men are baniſh'd from our Ears; 
Remov'd from ali the Anxious Roads of Fears. 
But to m'expeaing Brother frſt il go, | 
And end his hopes on this falſe Angelo. Exit. 


SCENE ll. Changes to the great Hall. | 'S 


Enter Angelc, Eſcalns, Lncio, &c, - 3 4 
Eſc. Y Lord, I hope your Fair FeLilvaer 'Þ { 
At length prevails. 'Tfk 
Ang, Wiary am | fo ill known, 
To think I'd barter Juſtice for weak Pray'rs, 


Or ſell the Laws for a fond Womans Tears ? L 3 
I fear, my Lord, becauſe | thus comply, | it 
To wear the Gaiety this day requires; | | 
Attend your Sports, and liſten to your Muſick, : 


You think my Soul Enervate ? without force ' 'F 3 

That I am grown a Boy. I: 
Eſc. No, my good Lord, : [1 

I have no cauſe to Cenſure what I ſeek, - 

Theſe ſhews, my Loyal Loye prepar'd, and that 

You pleaſe to ſhare 'em gives me donble Joy, 

The Pleaſure's Noble, as *tis lagocent. 2 ul 
Ang. 1 do allow it — come ler 'em begin. 


The Second Entertainment. 


Belinda STNGS. 
Bel, Hanks to theſe L oveſome Vales, 
The/e Deſert ills and Dales. 
Repeat this So Farr the Game, ſo Rich tbe Sport, 
Cho. Diana's ſelf m1ght tothe ſe moods reſort. 
2 Wom. Off ſhe wvifats this lowd Mountamy 
O;t [he baths ber in this Fountain. 
Here Acteon met bis Fate, 
Purſu'i by bis onn Hounds, 
And after 1 ort al Wounds, 
Diſcover dg Diſcover d, too $00 late. 
E1, Bebold upon my bending Spear, 
A Monſters Head ſtand's Bleedmg, 
With Tufhes far exceeding, 7 
Thoſe did Veaus Hunt/men Tear. | 
| Dido, Th: 


(} 
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Dido. The Skies are Clouded, beark, how Thunder [ Thunder. 
Fends the Mountain Oaks aſſunder 3 
Haſt, haſt to T own, this open Field, ; 
No ſhtlter from the Storm can yield. [Exit. 


The Spirit of the Sorcereſs deſcends to Eneas mm likenaſs of Mercury. 


Spir. Stay Prince and hear great Joves Command. 
He Summons thee this Night away. 
En. To Night ? 
Spir. To Night thou muſt forſake this Land, 
| The Anpry God will brook n» longer ſiny. 
Jove Commands thee, waſt no more 
In Loves delights tho'e Precious Hours, 
Aiow'd by the ilmighty Powers, 
To gain the Heſperian ſhore, 
And Kum'd Troy reſtore. 
Xn. Jove's Cam mmme hill be Nhey'd, 
| To Night our cincuors ſhall be weighd, 
But ba! What Langua,e can I try, 
My mjur'd Queen to pacsfy ? 
No /«.oner ſhe re/ignes ber Heart, 
But from her -'rms /'m forc't to part. 
How can fo bard a Fate be took, 
One Night Enjoy'd, the next for ſook ? 
Yours be the blame, ye Gods, for I, 
Obey your will — but with more eaſe 004'd aye. 
© Dire me, friends, what Choice to mace, 
* Since Love and Fame together preſs 1. 
* And with equal Force diftireſs me. 
*© Say what Party I ſhall take. 
1 Fr. Reſiſtleſs Jove Commands —— 
2 Fr. But Love 
Afore Reſtſtleſs then Jove's. 
An. But Fawe Alcander. 
2 Fr. -Fame's a Bubble, 
Honour bat a Glor#ous Trouble, 
A vain Pride of Deſtroying, 
Alarming and - rmig, 
Agyd Toumg and Metuing, 
Aud never Enjoying. 
2 Fr. "Twas that gave Hector, 
2 Fr. bat? © 
1 Fr. Renown and Fame. 
2 Fr. .n empty Nane, 
fAnd Limentable Fate, 
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1 Fr, *Twas Noble and Brave, 
2 Fr. *'T'was a Death for a Slave. 
1 Fr. His Valour and Glory, 
Shall flouriſh in Story. 
2 Fr. While he rots in his Grave, 
Zn. Ye Sacred Powers inſtrul# me how to chooſe, 
When Love or Empire I muſt luoſe. 
Xan,8& Cho. Love without Empire Triffiing 1s and Vam, 
And Empire without Love a Pompous Pam, BxXeunt. 


Enter Sorcerefs and Witches. 


Cho, Then ſmce our Charms have ſped, 
| A erry Dance beled, 
By the Nymphs of Carthage to pleaſe us, 
They fhall all Dance to eaſe us. 
A Dance that ſhall make the Spheres to YVonaer, 
Reudiny thoſe Fair Groves aſunder. 
| ' The Grove Dance. 


The SCENE the Cave Riſes. The Witches appear. 


Enter Sorcereſs. 


She SINGS. 
Eyward Siſters, you that |right, 
y Tre 1 onely . raveller by Night 5 
Who like Diſm.l Rariens Crying, 
Beat the Windon- of the 1'yng, 
FAppear at my Call, and ſhare im the Fame, 
Of a 4 1ſchiet ſhall mak-' ail Carthage Flame, 


'SOICc. 


Ent-y Witches, 


Witch. Say, Beldam, nhat”s t'y will ? 

Cho. Harm's our Delight, and Miſchief all our Skill. 

Sorc. The Queen of Carthage, whom we hate, 
Als we do all in Froſperous State, | 
E're Sun ſ«t [hall moſt IV. etched prove, 
Depriv'd o/ | ame, of Lite, and Love, 

Cho, Ho, ho, ho, ho, ho ho %c. 

Witch. Rum'd &vre the ſet of Sun, 
Tell us bow ſha't this be done ? 

Sorc. The Trojan Prince you knew is bound, 
By Fate to ſeek Italian Ground ; 


"was 
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The Queen and he are now in Chaſe, | 
Hark, the Cry comes on 2þace, 
But when they've done, my. Truſty EIf, 
In Form of Mercury himſelf, 
As ſent from Jove, ſhall Chide his ſtay, 


Lind charge him Sail to night with all bis Fleet away. * 
' Cho, Ho, ho, ho, bo, ho, b9, &c. . 
Sorc. andy Hut &re we this por form, Y 


Witch. 5 1:1} Conjure for a Storm. 
To 1far their Hunting Sport, 
Lnd drive*em back to Court. - 
Eccho. In our deep vauited Cell the Charm we'll prepare, 
1 Too Dreadful a PraGice for gbis open Ar. 


Eccho- Dance of Furies. 
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At tbe end of the Dance Six Furies Sinks, The four open the Cave fiy u. 


> 
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Ang. All will not do- All won't devert my Pain, 
The Wound enlarges by theſe \'2dicines, 
"Tis She alone can yicld the Healing Balm. 
This Scene juſt hits my caſe ; ber Brothers danger, 
Is here the ſtorm muſt furniſh Blefſt Occaiion ; 
And when, my Dido, I've Poſſeſs'd thy Charms, | 
5 Ex1t, 


AS 


I then will throw thee from my glutted Arms, . 
And think no more on all thy fouthing Harms, 


SCENE Charzes to the Priſon. 


Enter Duke, dreſs'd like a Fryer, and with him Fryer Thomas. 


Duk, Hink not I've chanz'd my Ducal Robes for theſe, 
| Becauſe 1 Loye 10 ®ris a cauſe more wrinkl'd 

Has made me alſſame this Habir, tho” your Duke. 
We have {tri&t Starntes, and ſharp Penal Laws, 
Which I have ſuffer'd Nineteen years to ſkep, 
Ev'n like an over-grown Lion, ina Cave, 
Thar goes nor out to Prey, Bot as fond Fathers 
So long ſtick up the Rod tor Terror, that 


; The 


OY WWE 


The 


Dead to Infliftion, to themſelves are dead, 


"May wake theſe drowſie Laws co Execution. 
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The bold Child contemns it, ſo our Decrees, 


And forward Liberty does Juſtice ſtrike * 
As Infants do the Nurſe: Wherefore I have 
Fixt all my Pow'rin Angelo, that he 


Fryer. Ty'd up Juſtice, Sir, you ſoon might looſe ; 
And 'twou'd more dreadful ſeem in you than Angelo. 
Duke. Too dreadful p Sir, in me : for ſince it was 
My fault to give the People ſo much Hope, 
It may ſeem Tyranny to puniſh them 
For what my own Permiflion bid them act : 
For Pow'r that hinders not ill Deeds, commands them. 
Fryer. T am convinc'd. 
Duke. 1 have on Angelo impos'd 
Th' unpleaſant Pow'r of puniſhing; while I 
In this Diſguiſe may viſit Prince and People : 
And hear how both approve this means I've taken. 
Fryer. You find already how you've been miſtaken 
In Angelo, you ſo long thought a Saint : 
And lam glad I've found this way to help 
The injur'd Mariana. | 
Duke. But that ſhe told it | 
In her Confeflion, I ſhould yet doubt the Truth 
That Angelo is her true married Husband 
While he has made his falſe ſevericy 
Bawd to his Fame, and Broaker' to his Vice 
Of Avarice. This makes me, Father, 
By your Afliſtance try to ſpeak with Claudio, 
To ſift, and know if what Report has ſpread, 
Be true, of his being married to Fulietra. 
- Fryer. "Twill not be difficult ;| becauſe we always 
Go forth in Pairs, ev/nto theſe Deeds of Goodneſs : 
But ſee the Provoſt. 
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Enter Provoſt. \ 


Duke. Hail to thee, Provoſt, ſo I think you are. 
_ Prov. IT am the Provoſt : What's your Will, - good Fathers 2 
. *Fryer. Bound by our Charity and holy Orders, 
We come to vilit the afflicted Minds. 
In Priſon here ; Do us the common Right 
To let us ſee *em, and to tell their Crimes, 
That we may miniſter accordir7 to their nature. 
Prov. 1 wou'd do more than that - more were needfu!. 


This, 
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8 Meaſure for Meaſure. 
This, Sir, is Claudio, 
Enter Claudio. 
Who dies to marrow for uncertain Crimes , 
For Innocence that wants a Proof, is Guilt. 
Duke. Muſt he then die 7 
Prov. I think to morrow. | 
I lleave him to your pious Exhortations. = Exit. 
C/aud, There is no Rack fo painful in this Priſon, 
As that which ſtretches me 'twixt Hope and Doubt.  _ 
Duke. Bleflings on you, Son , I've heard your Fortune: 
And asthe Duty cf my Orders bid me, 
I wou'd exhort you to a true Repentance. 
C/aud. O Fathers, I rejoice at your Arrival : 
Fer it will eaſe me of my greateſt Pain.” 
Duke. This pious Diſpoſition's a good Sign 


"Thar you repent che Sin that brought you hither. 


Claud, "Twas not my Sin, but Folly broughe me hither: 
And yet it was a Sin to wiſh for ought 
B:yond Poſſeflion of ſv pure a Virtue. 
You ſay youare no >tranger to my Story : 
You then have heard coo of a Lady's Suff "rings, 
Which I thro' Avarice, alas, have caus'd. 
Thar, that, my Fathers, 1s the Sin that racks me z 
That haunts my Conſcience ; and that only you 
Can e'er appeaſe : For oh ! a Lady's Honour 
And loſt for me, isa more cruel Murther, 


| Than if I'd tane her Life. 


Duke. Have Comfort, Son ; for Heav'n, 
Indulgent to our Frailty, is content 


To take our Penitence, if it be true, 


Fcr our Tranſgrefiions. 
laud. Oh ! Heaven is merciful ; 

Becauſe 'tis wiſe and juſt, and knows our Sorrows : 
Bur Man Þy Ignorance, jealous of our Hearts, 
Or elfe by kis own Pafftons, led from Goodneſs, 
Still deviates from the beau;zous Paths of Mercy, 
And ſeldom keepsthe noble Tracks of Juſtice. 
Oh, hear me then : I look on you as Heaven : — 
(For we are taught you repreſent high Heaven 
By Delegation too policfs its Power of Mercy) 
My Birch was Noble, tho' my Fortune ſmall, 
Which is a Clog upon a generous Soul, 
That might excule the Caution that I us'd, 
When to tecure che migh'y Dowr of Fu.=; 
I married her iff private. 

Duke. Then are you married? 


i Kneels. 
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Meaſure for Meaſure. * 
Clazd. T call all Heav'n to witneſs that we are; 
A Father of your Order joyn'd our Hands. 
Fryer. His Name, my Son. 
Claud. "Twas Father Pierre, not long 
Return'd to France to his own Monaſtery, 
I've writtokim ; but the too cruel Deputy, 
Preſs'd by the barb'ro..s Avarice of Pedro, 
Will not expe his Anſwer. 
Duke. Riſe up, my Son. 
Claud. No, my good Father, till I have your Promiſe 
To juſtifie immediately Fulictta's Honour. 
Duke. We promiſe our Endeavour, Sir, to do it. 
Claud. Avouch it as my dying Oath, by all 
My Hopes of Happineſs hereafter, [ Riſer, 
She is my Wife. There being a doubtful Clauſe 
In her Father's Will in favour of this Pedro, 
Her Guardian, we conceal'd our Wedding, 
Till being out of his Wardlhip , and poſleſs'd 
Of all her Fortune, ſhe might own it 
Without ſo great a Hazard. But oh ! that 
He had taken all, had ſhe but eſcap'd 
This hateful Scandal, that I'm ſure muſt torture 
Her nice and vertuous Soul. 
Duke. Who is this Pedro ? F 
Claud. The Deputy's Privado, his Right-hand ; 
One that by well-acted Piety has gain'd 
Truſts from believing Friends that think him honeſt 
To ruin their Children, and enrich himſzlf. 
And thus he hopes by puſhing on my Death, 
To have her too on the fame Law confin'd 
Within a Cloyſter's Walls during her Life, 
And ſo ſecure bimſelf her wealthy Dowr. | 
Duke. Son, Put your truſt in Feav'n, that can relieve 
When leaſt you hope it, Ill do my endeavour 
To help your Fortune ; but if my Pow'r's too ſmall * 
T' aftiitin chat, I will ſtill help your Soul. 
C/aud. I thank you, Fathers, and deſire your Prayrs. [ Exit, 
Dake. IT am confirm'd ke's innocent of this, 
Tio' his moſt watchful Foe has taken this time 


To make him ſuffer: 
Emer Prov} and Julietta. 


Bur who is this ? 
Prov. The Lady, Sir, with Chiid by Claudio, 


Bur by ſtri Order of the Deputy contin'd 
From farther Commerce with him ; - Your Advice 
May 


—— 
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May ſteed her much, zood Fathers. | 
Duke, Repent, you Fair One, of the Sin you carry. 
Ful. I dorepent ms of my Sins, good Father : 
But ſure the Bleſlings of the Marriage-bed 
Can be no Sin. » | | 
Duke. You may amuſe your ſelf. - 
"Vi the firm Vowsof him you call your Husband,, ' 
?2;, {crer Contracts and his plighted Faith : 
ur hefe, my Daughter, will not ſalve the Sin : 
They're oft the giddy Raſhneſs of hot Youth, 
Which it repents, and'breaks without a Pang. 
7ul., *Tis true, I ama Woman frail and ignorant : 
But yet my Honour and Religion joyn'd, 
Have taught me the full Knowledge of this Point ; 
And we are marry'd with all thoſe holy Rites 
The Church ordains : The pious Father Pzerre 
Of your good Order, joyn'd our Hands in private : 
*Tis true, for worldly Cauſe , and for that Faulc 
I take this Shame moſt patiently. 
Duk2. Can you forgive the Cauſe of this your Infamy ? 
Can you love ſtill the Man that ſeems to've wrong'd you ? 
ul. Yes, as I love the Woman that wrong'd him, 
That has undone him, taken away his Life. 
O Heav'n ! prevent his Fate, or take me too. | 
Duke. Reſign your felt ro Heav'n : If you're Innocent, 
Pe ſure of Help. We'll to your Partner. [ Benedicite. 
[ Exit with the Fryer.. 
Ful. Muſt die to morrow ! Oh, injurious Love ! 
Thatdoſt the Life of my ſad Life remove, . 
Yer doom'lt me ſtill co agonizing Breath, 
And barr*ſt me from the ſweet Retreat of Death ! 
O, Heav'n ! my Claudioto theſe Arms reſtore ; 
Qr, when he dies, O let me be no more! 


The End cf the Second A. 
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SCENE JI. The Priſon. 


Enter Duke, Fryer, and Claudio. 


Duke, ge you ſtill hope a Pardon from Lord Angels ? 
Claud. The Miſerable have no Eaſe but Hope. 
7 hope to.livez but am prepar'dto<bie. Due: ] 


— 


Meaſure for Meaſure. > 


Duke. Be abſolute for Death, for Death or Life 

Will fo the ſweeter be —— if you loſe Life, 

You loſe a thing, that none but fools would keep : 

A Breath that's biec to a thouſand chances, 

That houcly pains ev'n us that woru'd preſerve it. 

We are deaths Fools, whom while-we ſtrive to ſhun 

We haſten to ; Cowards, we fear the tender fork 

Of a poor Worm ; the beſt of Reſt is Sleep; 

That we provoke, tho grolly fear our Death, 

Which is no more. 

Fry. Happy we're not, 

For what we've nct we vainly ſtrive togain, 

And what we have, forget; tho” rich we're poor, 

For like an Aſs, whoſe Back with Ingots bows, 

We bear our heavy Riches but a Journey, 

And Death unlades us. 

Duke. Friends we've none : 

Our very Off-ſpring curſing our Diſtempers 

For ending us no ſooner. We have not Youth nor Ape, 

But as it were an after Dinners ſleep 

Dreaming upon both 5 Youth has no thought, 

And Aze no heat or taſte to reliſh Life. 

Yet Life we cheriſh that's chus fill'd with woe ; 

But fear kind Death that makes theſe odds all ev'a. - 
Clau. To ſue to live, I find I ſeek to dye, 

And ſezking Death find Life. 

Enter Iſabella. 
1a. Peace here, and Grace. - 
Duke. That wiſh deſerves a Welcome. 
Clau. My Siſter. 
Duke. E'r long, my Son, again I'll ſee you. 
Clas, Moſt holy Sir, I thank you. 
Duke. Father Thom as, 

Let us retire, I wou'd concea['d orehear 'em. | 
Clau. Well Siſter, what's the: Comfort ? " Exit with Fryer, 
Ia. Wliy as all worldly Comforts-uſe to be 

Lord Angels having Aﬀairs to heav'n, 

Intends you for his ſwift Ambaſſadour ; 

Therefore your beſt appointment make with ſpeed, 

To morrow you ſet out. 

Claud. Is there no Remedy ? 
Ia. Yes, Brother, you may live. 

There is a deviliſh mercy in the Judge, 


" That will if you'l implore it, free your Life. 


Bur fetrer you till Death, CE 
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Claud. Perpetual durance ? | : 
I/a. Tis worſe, more painful too, than Racks and Tortures, 
For 'tis a rack of Mind. 
Clau. But of what Nature ? | 
Ia. *Tis ſuch, as ſhou'd you give it your conſent, 
Wou'd leave you ſtript of all your wreaths of War, 
And ſhew you naked to the ſcornful World. 
Clar. Let me know my Doom. 
I/a. Tf I cou'd fear thee Claudio, I ſhould weep, 
Leſt thou a ſhameful life ſhould'ſt now prefer, 
And fix or ſeven ſhore Winters more reſpec, 
Than a perpetual Honour. Dar'lt chou dye ? 
The ſenſe of Death is moſt in Apprehentlion, 
And the ſmall Beetle when we tread on it | 
In corporal Sufferance, finds a pang as great, 
As when a Gyant dyes. | Þ 
Clau. Why give you me this ſhame? 
Think.yottI can Reſolution fetch 
From flowing tenderneſs ? If I muſt dye, 
I'll welcome Darkneſs as a ſhining Bride, 
And hug itin my Arms. x 
I[/a. There ſpoke my Brother, there my Fathers Grave 
Sent forth a chearful Voice, yes, you muſt dye ; | 
Thou art too Noble, co preſerve thy Life 
By ſuch baſe means. This outward rigid Saint, 
Does in his gracious Looks diſguiſe the Devil, 
His filth within being calt, he wou'd appear 
A pond as foul as Hell. 
Clay. What Angelo? 
72. Oh! he is uzlier, than a Fiend confeſs'd : - 
Speak Clandio, cou'd you think it, you may live 
If cohis Luſt I'd Sacrifice my Honour. 
Clay. Impolliible ! ic cannot be ! — Hypocrite. 
I/a. Yes, he that wou'd not hear your Innocence, 
Wouldquit you now of the moſt horrid Guilt, 
Give you a Licence to Sin on ſecurely, 
Vou'd I confent to be more? black than he 1s. 
This Night's the time that he wouid have me do, 
What I abhor to name, or eſe you dye 
To Morrow. 
Clau. By Heav'n thou ſhalt not do it. 
I/a. Oh ! were it but my Life, dear Claudo, 
I'd throw it down tor your Deliverance, 
Without the leaſt delay. 
Claw, Thanks my Dear Siiter. 
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' Ta. Since nothing but my Honour can Redeem you, 
Prepare to dye to Morrow. 

Clau. Hah !-— to Morrow ? 
But [/abelia ! 

I/a. Nhat ſays my Brother ? 

Clay. Death 1s a fearful thing ! 

1/a. But Infamy more hateful. 
Sure you have ſtudy'd whatitis todye. 

Clau. Oh! Siſter, tis to go we know not whither ; 
To lye a kneaded Clod in the dark Grave, 
And have this ſenſible warm motion end. 
Or xotting get another of crawling Worms ; 
That ſprings from every part of our Corruption. 
The Spirit perhaps mult bathe in fiery Floods, 
Or ſhiver in ſhrilling Regions of rib'd Ice: 
Or be impriſon'd in the viewleſs Winds ; 
And blown with reſtleſs Violence round about 
This pendant World, or if condemn'd like thoſe 
Whom our uncertain Thoughts imagine howling. 
Oh ! *cis-too horrible, and the moſt loath'd Life, 
That Ape or Ach, or Want, or Impriſonment 
Can lay on Nature is a Paradiſe, 
To what we fear of Death. 

Ta. Alaſs! alaſs! 

Clau. Ah ! My Dear Siſter, I would live ! 

I/a. Ha! Live d'ye ſay ? O you baſe one! 
O! faithleſs Coward, O diſhoneſt Wretch, 
Wilt thou be made a Man out of my Vice ? 
Is't not a kind of Inceſt to take Life 
From thy own vifters ſhame ? Bur ſure thou art not 
My Brother! Dye, Periſh, if but my word 
Would fave thy loathſom Life, I wou'd not ſpeak it. 
I'll pay a thouſand Prayers for thy Deaths, 
But not a word to ſave thee. 


Clau. Burt hear me. 
Ia. Oh! Fie! fie! fie! how can I think thou art Innocent ? 


Clau. Your over-nicery of Honour feeds 

Your fancy with ſtrange ugly forms, 

That have no real Exittence ; 

But by exceſs of Vertue you offend. 

I ſaid indeed, that T wou'd Live, what then ? 

Ist not the Voice of Nature that abhors 

The fatal Separation ? Then where's the Crime ? 
Fa. None but inliving by a Crime. 


Clay, 
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Claud. Perpetual durance ? ; 
Iſa. Tis worſe, more painful too, than Racks and Tortures, 

For 'tis a rack of Mind. 

Clay. But of what Nature ? 

Ta. *Tis ſuch, as ſhou'd you give it your conſent, 
Wou'd leave you ſtript of all your wreaths of War, 
And ſhew you naked to the Cornful World. 

Clar. Let me know my Doom. 

I/a, TE I cou'd fear thee Claudio, I hould weep, 
Leſt thou a ſhameful life ſhould'ſt now prefer, 
And fix or ſeven ſhore Winters more reſpe&, 

Than a perpetual Honour. Dar'lt chou dye ? 

The ſenſe of Death is moſt in Apprehenlion, 

And the ſmall Beetle when we tread on it 

In corporal Sufferance, finds a pang as great, 

As when a Gyant dyes. | : 
C/au. Why give you me this ſhame? 

Think.yottI1 can Reſolution fetch 

From flowing tenderneſs ? If I muſt dye, 

I'll welcome Darkneſs as a ſhining Bride, 

And hug itin my Arms. 

I/a. There ſpoke my Brother, there my Fathers Grave 
Sent forth a chearful Voice, yes, you mult dye ; 
Thou art too Noble, to preſerve thy Life 
By ſuch baſe means. This cutward rigid Saint, 
Does in his gracious Looks diſguiſe the Devil. 

His filch within being caſt, he wou'd appear 

A pond as foul as Hell. 

Clay. What Angelo? 

72. Oh! he is uzlier, than a Fiend confels'd : 
Speak Claudio, cou'd you think it, you may live 
If cohis Luſt I'd Sacrifice my Honour. 

Clay. lmpollible ! ic cannot be !——- Hypocrite. 
Ta. Yes, he that wou'd not hear your Innocence, 
Would quit you now of the moſt horrid Guilt, 

Give you a Licence to Sin on ſecurely, 

Vou'd I content to be more black than he is. 

This Night's the time that he would have me do, 

What I abhor to name, or eſe you dye | 

To Morrow. 

Clau. By Heav'n thou ſhalt not do it. 

Ta. Oh! were it but my Life, dear Claudio, 

I'd throw it down for your Deliverance, 

Without the leaſt delay. 

Ciau, Thanks my Dear Siiter. 
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Ia. Sinc2 nothing but my Honour can Redeem you, 
Prepare to dye to Morrow. 

Clau. Hah !-— to Morrow ? 
But Iſabella ! 

Ta. Nhat fays my Brother ? 

Clay. Death 1s a fearful thing ! 

17a. But Infamy more hateful. 
Sure you have ſtudy'd what it is to dye. 

Clau. Oh! Siſter, tis to go we know not whither ; 
To lye a kneaded Clod in the dark Grave, 
And have this ſenſible warm motion end. 
Oc xotting ger another of crawling Worms ; 
That ſprings from every part of our Corruption. 
The Spirit perhaps mult bathe in fiery Floods, 
Oc ſhiver in ſhrilling Regions of rib'd Ice: 
Or be impriſon'd in the viewleſs Winds ; 
And blown with reſtleſs Violence round about 
This pendant World, or if condemn'd like thoſe 
Whom our uncertain Thoughts imagine howling. 
Oh! *tis:too horrible, and che moſt loath'd Lite, 
That Age or Ach, or Want, or Impriſonmenc | 
Can lay on Nature is a Paradiſe, | 
To what we fear of Death. 

Ia. Alaſs! alaſs ! 

Clau. Ah ! My Dear Siſter, I would live ! 

Ia. Ha! Live d'ye ſay ? O you baſe one! 
O:! faithleſs Coward, O diſhoneſt Wretch, 
Wilt thou be made a Man out of my Vice ? 
Is't not a kind of Inceſt to take Life | 
From thy own Siſters ſhame ? Bur ſure thou art not 
My Brother! Dye, Periſh, if but my word 
Would fave thy loathſom Life, I wou'd not ſpeak it. 
I'll pay a thouſand Prayers for thy Deaths, 
But not a word to ſave thee. 


Clay. But hear me. | | 
Ia. Oh! Fie! fie! fie! how can I think thou art Innocent ? 


Clau. Your over-nicery of Honour feeds 
Your fancy with ſtrange ugly forms, 
That have no real Exiſtence ; 
But by exceſs of Vertue you offend. 
I ſaid indeed, that T wou'd Live, what then ? 
Ist not the Voice of Nature that abhors 
The fatal Separation ? Then where's the Crime ? 


Fa. None but inliving by a Crime. 
| Clay, 
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\ [4 | Claud. You're right ; but eagerly you cut off halfmy Words, 
1 Which had imply'd that Truth: No, —-my Siſter, —- 
8 T have no thoughts of living on your Ruin. 
"| My Honour's not fo ſhrunk with my low Fortune; 

A And what I had to add, was for _—__ 
That if you e'er did love your hapleſs, Brother, 
Have any ſhare in our dead Mother's Pity ; 

You'd takethe tender Mourner to your Boſome, 
 Andcomfort her ſad Sou! for my Misfortunes. 
1/2. Firſt, I muſt ask your Pardon, injur'd Claudio, 
For this Offence of Jealouſie of Honour. 
And now I do moſt ſolemnly aſſure thee, 
T will invite her ro my Breaft wichin 
A Cloyiter'd Shade, where we with mutual Grief, 
Will moura in ſad Remembrance your Loſs. 
Claud, O ! rather teach her to forget that Loſs. | 4 
Remembrance will keep her Grief ftill waking, 
Bear her this fatal Pledge-of our firſt Vows. [Gives a Ring. 
Tell her how hard I think the Tyrant's Will, 
That will not let us take our laſt Farewel : 
Tell her, I have no Pang to leave this World, 
But that of leaving her : That fond Deſire 
Of her, ſo heavy lits upon my Soul 
It cloggs its Pinions, and retards its FiYght. 


_ 


| Tell her ;3,T— But oh ! I never ſhou'd have done, 
Mo. Shou'd I purſue the Diftates of my Heart ; 
X Which, oh ! is full of tender faithful Love. 
Wold Farewel—- to happy Cloyſters, both retire; 
,* | And there —— O, may you everlive above 
YAY The Rage of Pow'r and Injuries of Love. [ Exit. 
oy | | Enter Duke and Frier. 
nu | Iſa. Farewel, my Brother ; noble Youth, farewel! 
a And with thee all my Cares of earthly Things. [ 5 going. 
” Duke. Vouchſafe a Word with you, good Siſter, but one Word. 
Ry | Iſa. Whatis your Will 2 ; 
>| Duke. What I hope will be yours too. 
> I/a. My Sorrows, Father, haſten me from hence. 


I beg you wou'd be brief. 


wW 


Duke. The Hand that made you fair, has made you good. 
Th* Aſſault that Angelo has giv'n your Vertue 
Chanceto my Knowledge brings. I have o'er-heard you, 
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0-8 And am amaz'd at Argelo's Hypocriſie. 3 
Eh | Iſa. How is the noble Duke deceiv'd in him ? [= 
14118 If he return, my Injuries ſhall ſpeak : | 
{1 To him I will diſcover the Impoſtor. | 
[if | Duke, 
| 
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Duke, That may do well ; but he'll evade the Charpe, 

By vouching it a Trial, or denying all : 

But hearken to me, will propoſe-a way | 

Shall ſave your Brother and not injure you, t 

And geta Proof that will confound his Cunning, 

If you will join and do what I propoſe. 
1a. O, let me heat you ſpeak, I will do all 

That Virtue will permic. Good Father, ſpeak. 

Dake. Vertue is bold, and Goodneſs never fearful. X 

You've heard of Mariana, Frederick's Siſter, 

Who, with her Brother, loſt her Hopes and Fortune. 

I/a. Both ſunk at Sea, or I miſtake. 
Duke. Ev'n fo. —— This Angelo, then but low in Fortune, 

In Frederick's Abſence won this Maid to love him. 

And fearing Frederick's Averlion to the Match 

Shou'd hinder him from doing what he'd promis'd, 

Marry'd her in private, none being by 

But his own Creatures : but that ſame Day 

News came of Frederick's Ship being caſt away, 

Andwith it, him ,and all her Hopes of Weaith. 

I/a. Thus far how like my Brother's State ! 
Duke. But no farther. This ſordid Man convey 

Away all proof of what was done, 

And thus has left her a poor mournful Widow, 

Maid and Wife. 

1/2. O, baſe ungrateful Villain ! 
Duke. She loves him ſtill, ungrateful as he is . 

Goyou again then to Lord Angelo : 

Seem as if won, and make the dark Appointment. 

She ſhall ſupply your Place : che Ac is juſt 

And innocent, and muſt ſave your Brother. 

[/a. But is ſhe marry'd? 

Fryer. We both aſfare yon that : You ſure may truſt us. 

I/a. I dars not doubt you. Ir grows near the time, 
That he appointed me to come again. 

Duke. Halts you to him ; and from him to us: 

You'll find us ac St. Luke's at th' Moated Grange, 

Wich poor dejedted Mariana. ; 
I/a. Your Bleflings, and I'm gone. [Exzr. 
Duke. T have not patience of Concealment longer : 

Yet I mult ſtay to ſee the black Event: 

But I have ſent him Letters of my coming, 

And that at Noon to morrow I reach Turn. 


Now, my Good Father, let us haſte to Marian.  [Exennt amov. 


E Scene 
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Scene changes to the HaZ in the Palace, 


Ertor Ange'o, Efcalus, and Attendants. 
E/c. All the Duze's Letters are corcradictory. 
2c, In evil unev'n and Uiftracted manner : 
His eres ts ſhow muck like to "Maducks 
"yy Heav g my Fears prove vain. 
To morrow Noon will {hew it. 

My for d, if we have not tir d you to day 
With our harmonious and ofjicious Love, 
I hope you will partake this laſt Effort, 
Thac may compoſe your Thoughts for pleaſing Slumbers. 

Ang. 1 amnor ſounjuſt, Lord Efcalas, | 

To light my-.Fiiends Endeavours to delight me. © 

Bzfides, ic is my Royal Maſter's Birth-day 
And that excuſes this gay Looſe of Pleaſure 
Let them begin: — No [/abella yet ? 


They all/i:, ans the Third Muſick. Before 'tis quite done, Iſabella enters, 


The Third Entertainment. 


SCENE, The Ships. 


Enter Sorcereſs and V Vitches. Enter Saylors. 


SOIC. Riga away Fellow-Saylors, your Anchors be weighing, * 
Time and Tide will admit no delaying. 
Take a Bouzg ſhort 5 leave your Nymphs on the iſ 
And ſilence their Mourning 
With Vows of returning, 
But never intending to viſit them more. 
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The Saylors dance. 


RY Dy 


Sore. See the Flags and the Streamers curling, | 
Anchors weighing, Sails wnfuriing, | 
Phcebus pale deluding Beams | 
Gilding. #pore deceitful! Streams. 
Our Flot has took, 
The Queen forſook : Ho, ho, ho. 
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Eliſa 's 
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Eliſa's ruin'd; bo, bo, ho. Next Motion 
Muſt be to ſtorm her Lower on the Ocean, 
From the Ruins of others our Pleaſure we borrow : 
| | Eliſa bleeds t9 Nizbr, aud Carthage flames fo mMOrYrOoW., 


Chor. Deſtruttion's our Delight, Delight our greateſt Sorrow : 
Eliſa dies to Night, and Carthage flames to morrow. 
[ A Dance of Wizards and V Vitches. 
{ Exzunt. 
Enter Queen Dido, Belinda and Train. 


Dido. Your Council all is urg'd in vain. 
To Earth and Heaven I will complain. 
To Earth and Heaven why do I call ? 
Earth and Heaven conſpire my Fall. 

o To Fate I ſue, of other means bereft, 

The only Refuge for the Wretched left. 


Enter eAneas. 


Bel. See, Madam, where the Prince appears, 

Such Sorrow in his Looks he hears 

As wou'd convince you [till he's true. 
An. What ſhall loſs Aneas do ? 

How, Royal Fair, ſhall T impart ? 

The Gods decree, and tell you we muſt part. 
Dido. Thus on the Fatal Bank of Nile 

Weeps the deceitful Crocodile. 

Thus Hypocrites that Murder a&, ; 

Make Heawv'n and Gods the Authors if the Fact. 
An. By all that's Good, 
Dido. By all that's Good no more : 

All that's Good you have forſwore. 

To your promis d Empire fly, 

And let forſaken Dido dye. 
En. In /pight of Jove's Command I tay, 

Offend the Gods, and Love obey. - | Tl - 
Dido. No, faithleſs Man, thy Courſe pur/we 3 {1&0 

I'm now reſoly'd as well as you : Sl! 

No Reventance ſhall reclaim. i | 

The injur'd Dido's flighted Flame : {| 

For "tis enough, whate er you now decree, | | 

That you had once a Thought of leaving mes B.- 'F 
Xn. Le Jove ſay what be will, It ſtay. [Exit Er. 
Dido. Away. | | 

To Death I'll fly, if longer you delay ; | 

E 2 But 
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But Death, alas, I cannot ſun, © 
Death muſt come when be « gone. 


Cho. Great minds againſt themſelves Conſpire, 
find ſhun the Cure they moſt deſire. 
Dido. Thy Hand Belinda, Darkne/s ſhades me, 
| On thy Boſom let me Reſt, 
of More I would, but Death invades me, 
Death is www a welcome Gueſt, 
Ii en I am laid in Earth, may wrongs create 
Ne Troubie in thy Breaſt 
Remember me, but ah. forget my Fate, 


Cho. T:th droping B'ings you Cupids come, 
S:f: and Gentle as her Heart, 
Keep here your Watch and never part. 


 finge. I ſee my Ev'ning Star of Love appear, 

This is no place to try my laſt Effort ; 
I ſo delire, that Force, if fair means tail, 
Muſt give me eaſe. Wou'd you ought with me ? 
Ta. | come my Lord on the ſame humble Suit. 

Ange. This is no place to hear you ; follow me. 
Now my kind Stars afliſt my fierce Deſires 
[ ask no other Influence from your fires 
O! Love! how much thy borrow'd ſhapes diſguiſe, 
Ev'n to themſelves, the Valiant and the Wile. | Exeunt Ones. 


The End of the Third ACT. 


ACT IF 
SCENE I. A Room in Angelo's Apartment, 
Enter Angelo and I{abella. 


4vge. FJ you not fear'd your Brothers fate, I had 
Not ſeen you now, fair 1/abel, which ſhews 
"Thar you can piry hymn tho' you ſlight me. h 
He may that pity thank, but I your fear, 
I/a. My Lord, IThardly can my ſelf forgive, 
That I ſtill ſue to you to ſave my Brother. 
But that I hope to wake your Virtue 
To ſpare his Life, and to Reform your own. 
Ang. How deſp'rate all your hopeful Viſits are ? 
You bring me Counſel ſtill inſtead of Love, And 
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And wou'd in ſtorms of Paflion make me Wiſe ; 
Pilots as well may preach to ſtormy Winds. 

Iſa. And yet as Tempeſts are allay'd by ſhowr's, 
So may your Anger by my Tears be calm'd. 

Ang. You mult by yielding teach meto Relent, 
Make haſt, Night's fleeing progreſs will be done, 
And then your Brothers gloomy Race begins. 

1a. Then he'l convey your unjuſt doom on high. 
Before that Judge whoſe pow'r you uſe ſo ill, | 
As if *ewere ſubje& to your Will like Love; | | 
Where you will tremble to approach, My Lord. v. 
The cruel here ſhall wiſh they juſt had been, &1 
And that their ſeeming Love, had not been Luſt. 

Ang. Theſe uſeleſs Sayings you from Cloiſters bring, 

Bur cannot teach ſo ſoon as you were taught : | ! 
| You muſt example tomy Mercy give, | } 
Claudio ſhall live if you firlt fave my Life. Wl 

I/a. Have you no words but what are good alone, IRR 
Becauſe their ill is quickly underſtood 2 | FW 
Let Claudio dye, while cruel you feem dead, | 
By being deaf to all that ask your pity | | 1 
Till by long cuſtom of forgiving none, | 
To all forgiveneſs you are grown Averſe, | [| 
That in your own behalf, you ſhall refuſe ll E i 
To hear of Abſolution when you dye. | 

Ang. . How can you riſe to ſuch outragious Storms ? 
From ſuch a modeſt calm of Baſhfulneſs, 

Thar ſuppliant Saints ro Heaven did emulate. 
Sure you have other Paſſions which provok'd 
You can as ill repel. Oh! for the pow'r, 
The Charms of Youth, and of a graceful Perſon, 
To ſtir your Blood, and roufe up your Deſires. 
1a. This my Lord, is from our purpoſe. 


Ang. Stay. - 
[ He takes a Cabinet off the Table. 

Here take in this whae ſtill ſupplies Defects : 

The Wealth of many Parents heap'd this Treaſure. 

In theſe behold Natures Reſerves of Light, 

Bright, as the ftarry Spangles of the Skye, 

When Night dreſs'd fineſt in her froſt appears. 
a. They areindeed moſt rich and moſt ſurprizing. | Looking at 'ens. 
Ang. Be in this World like other People, Wile, 

And take this Treaſure as your Beauty's due. 

Wealth draws a Curtain o're the face of ſhame, 


Reſtores loſt Beauty, and recovers Fame. | : 
| Ia. 
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For now thou art known to be here with me. 


' Where we in welcome darkneſs will diſcover, 
What I require for this Noble Preſence. 


| There's Poiſon in'em ſure that they infec me. 
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Iſa. Theſe I will take as Mariana's due, : 
Aſide. $F And as a-proof he cannot ſure deny. | 
75 him. Theſe ſparkling Diamonds do pleaſe me ſtrangely | 
Ang. Why taks 'em, Madam, they are freely yours. 
/a. But what can I return for ſuch a Gift ? 
Zing. What will not make thee poarer, yet me rich. 

I will not tell thee more to ſave thy bluſhes. 

I 11 be as cautious of thy Fame as thou. 

Here take this Key, and ewo hours hence return, 


This will convey thee to the Royal Grotto, 


1/2. But my Brother, ſhall he too live ? 
Ang. He ſhall—No more of Doubts, he ſhall. 
T/a. Oh ' Heaven Sir, here take your Gifts again, 


Arg. No, no, away my Love, and when you come 
I will convince you, that they bear no Poiſon. 

ſa. Well, I will come if only to reſtore them ; 
For Oh ! I fear the Guile will like a Murder, 
Haunt my ſick Mind cill I reſtore 'em to you. 

Ang. Never fear it, go. 

1/a. But let there be no Light, 
For if there be, I ſwear by aii that's good ! 
Hah | how daie I name or think of what is Good , 


With ſuch a purpoſe 2? 
Ang. Forget theſe Scruples. 
Ta. IT ſhall do much to keep theſe glorious Jewels. 


But let there be no Light. 


Ang. I {wear there thall not. | ; | 

1/a. Two hours hence Sir? 

nz. And in the Royal Grotto. ] 

Ia. t I will not fail you Oh! deluded Man, 

Ajile.4 To think my Virtue can be bought by Tritles 
That Fancy only values — thy Wite ſhall have 'em, | 
And chou ſhalt tavecty Wite. [ Exit. 7 

ng. O! Danar! Danae! comprehenſive Image 'S 
Of all thy Sex, ali ſpread their laps for Gold, 7 

| Yes the whole Vena! Sex is bought and foid. 
And the thar with ſevereſt Vircue flies, al 
Youth, Form, and Merit obſtinately denies, 
Will vield co worthlets Age, if Age will give her Price. | | O 
| SCENE 
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SCENE IL. A Garden. 
Enter Mariana and a Maid. 


ma © | Mariana! Sleep has fled thy Eyes, 

And troken ſlumbers ſcarce refreſh thy Spirits 

Sinc2 Angelo is falſe. I wonder what Aﬀeairs 

My holy Confeilor can have with me 

Thus late at Night! yet I with eaſe may wait him. 

To amuſe my Sorrows let me hear that Song. | | | 


The Maid Sings. 
—_ 3 ; Fi 
Take Oh ! take thoſe Lips away, | |- 


That ſo ſweetly were forſworn {| 
And thoſe Eyes the break of day, | | 
Lights that do miſlead the Morn ; it} 
But my kiſſes bring again, bring again, | 
Seals of Love, but ſeaF'd in vain. ' 


Enter Duke and Fryer, : 

Mar. Break off thy Song, and haſt thee quick away ; | 1 
Here comes a Man of Comfort, whoſe Advice | 
Has often ſtill'd my brawling diſcontents. 
I cry you Metcy, and cou'd wiſh you had not 
Found me here fo Muſical, it ſooth'd my Griefs, 
Buc bred no Mirth. 

Duke. Muſick, my good Daughter, 
Has power to ſoften Woe, refreſh the Mind, 
And make it fit for its more ſtrenuous Duties. 
Has any yet ſince Night enquir'd for us? 

Mar. None, my holy Father... 

Enter Iſabella. 

Duke. Oh, here ſhe comes! 
This Virtuous Maid fair Mariana brings, 
Such wholeſom means to cure your wounded Mind 
That will ſecure your fickle Angelo. 

Mar. What happy Sounds are theſe ? [rhey Embrace. 

Duke. Inform her. 1/abella of the Matter. : 

W They ſeem to Whiſper. 
- O! Place and Greatneſs! Millions of falſe Eyes 
Are ſtuck upon thee; Volums of Report, 

Run with their falſe and moſt contrarious Cenſures | 
Upon thy Actions ; thouſand games of Wir, Make 
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Make thee the Father of their edle Dreams, 
And rack thee in their Fancies. | 


Fryer. Trae, my Lord, Exp 
Bur ſeldom reach or ought affect this Greatneſs ; 


Men bark at Grandeur, but 'tis at a diſtance, 


As Dogsdo at the Moon—— ſhe hears it not ; 


Goes on her Round and peaceful Race of Glory, 
Unrouch'd by all their little Malice. 

Duke. Well ! | 
Mariana, how do you taſt theſe means ? 

Mar. With Joy if you adviſe it. 
Dake. "Tis not only 
My Counſel, bur Intreaty ; but kind 1/abel, 
What have you here within this Cabinet ? 


1/2. This Cabinet, with all it holds is yours. | [To Mariana. 


For you are his, and tho' he gave it me 
With foul intewt ; yet, I as yours, receiv'd it. 
And as a proof molt cercain of his Guile 
Duke. But as to time and place ? 
7a. Within this Hour, andin the Royal Grotto. 
This Key conducts you Madam, 'twill be dark, 
Let not your ſtay be long; but ſay your Maid 
Waits for you at the Gate, who does believe 
You come about your Brother ; remember that. 
Mar. I ſhall—fear not your Brother. —— 
Duke. And gentle Daughter, be not you affraid, 
He 35 your Husband, and it is no Sin 
To bring you thus together ; the deceit 
in that is Juſtify'd, chen quickly go | 
Ard reap the Haryeſt that your Friends have ſow'd. 


® 


SCENE UI. The Priſon. 
Enter Provoſt and Claudio. 


Pro. HE: is the Warrant Claudio for thy Death. 
'Tis now paſt four, and before eight this Morning, 
You muſt be made Immortal; I pity you. 
Cl/au. Art thou then fo capable of pity, 
For that {mall pang of Death Ithen muſt feel 2 
Sure thou canſt never juſt Compaſlion want, 
For the extreameſt Torture of the Mind. 


"Tis true, I know the Brutal Deputy, 
| ha ForVids 


[ Exeunt Ones. 


ſand = ia. TAL 


Meaſure for Meaſure, 
Forbids my ſight of my unhappy Wife. 
But ſure thou haſt more ſofe humanicy, 
Than not to let me fee her e're I dye. 
Pro, I have the Will, but dare not difobey, 
| Or break my Oath, which does oblige obedience. 
| Claw. Such blind implicit Oaths ſuppoſe a Juſtice, 
' In what fthall be commanded, elſe thou mult 
If he command, deſtroy thy Father, break 
Ail the Laws, both Humane and Divine. 
Pro. But in obeying here I ſhall break none. 
Clau. Thou break'ſt the Laws of picy and compaſſion. 
Pro, So does the Judge that firs upon che Criminal, 
If with his Pray'rs unmov'd, he gives his Sentence. 
Claus. That's with the Law, but ſure no Law denies 
: Us liberty to take a parting look, 
Before we ſeperate for ever. Oh ! by thy hopes 
By all that chou hold'iſt dear | by Heav'n I beg thee 
Grant me this laſh requeſt ! thou ſhalt be by, 
Hear all that's ſaid, fee all chat we ſhall do. 
Pro, Well, let me think a while: 
| Enter Duke and Fryer, 
Duke. The beſt and wholfomfſt ſpirics of the night 
Surround thee Provoſt. Wy 
Pro. Thanks, my holy Father. 
| Duke. What Cornfort is for Claudio ? 
Pro. He is a Judge inexorable. | 
Duke. He walks himſelf fo ftraitly by the line 
Of the ſevereſt Juſtice, that he thinks 
All men might do the ſame. 
This is a gentle Provoſt, 'tis ſeldom ſeen, 
That che harſh Goaler is the Friend of men, 
Have you no countermand for Claudio yet ? 
Pro. None, Sir, none. 
Duke. As near the dawning as it is, 
Ybu ſhall hear more e're morning. 
Pro. I wiſh I may- Enter Me{[enger. 
Duke. This is that Lord's man, 
And here comes Claudio's pardon. 
Meſſ. My Lord has ſent you here this Nate, 
And by me too this further charge, 
That you preſime not in the leaſt to {werve, 
Ev'n from the ſmalleſt Article of it, 
In cime or matter, or in any Circumſtance, 
Good morcrow, as [ take it 'tis almoſt day. 
Pro. | thall obey him ——T cold you, Sir, my fear, 
'Q 
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Lord Angelo perhaps thinking me remils pa 


In the performance of my Office, wakes me 
With this, and that moſt ſtrangely roo methinks. 


Sw, | Dake, Pray let us hear it. The Letter. 

0 Pro. (reads.)-— Whatever you may hear to the contrary, let Claudio be executed 
| + by fx this mornisg, andPernardine by twelve; fur my better ſatisfattion,let me 

K | have Claudio's Head ſent me by ſeven.Lert this be duly executed with a thoug bt 

> that more depends on't than yet you know, Thur fail not to do your Office , ar 

As ; 0 will an{wer it at your peril. 

el Pro. Winat {ay you to this, Sir ? 

| Clad. You ſee how ſhort a time I have to live, 

2M Oh ! Jet me Fathers beg you, by your order, 

) Be Fy the bleſt Saint that was your holy Founder, 

Y ; T hat you prevail with him to let me fee 

d 351] My Wife before I dye, 'cis all I ask. 

Ss | Duke, Gentle Provoſt, you'll not deny him that? 

Al Clau, He fears, his Oath of ſtrict Obedience- ties him 


2d 


/2Ma\ 


To a denial. 
Dute. Let me aſſure you no: 
We will take all the guilt upon us two. 
Pr:v. T1! truſtto your opinion, Sir , I'll fetch her. 
[ He unlocks t be dow. 


EAA; 


X& | The unlocking of that door admits her to you. 
Madam, you may come out to ſee your Lord, 


Enter Juliexta. 
They run and embrace one another. 


JOS) 


Tul, My Claudio ' 


Clau. My Fuliet ' : 
Duke, Let us retire and leave them to themſelves. - 


We may be near enough to overhear them ; 


Beſides I have ſome Bulineſs with the Provoſt. 
Exeunt all but Claudio axd Juliet. - 


741. Oh! my Claudio,do I once more behold thee ! 
C/ax. This once, my Fuliet, but alas no more: 
The galloping minurtes fly ſwiftly on, 
Thar will for ever bear me from thy ſight. | 
7%]. Oh! torturing found! Oh ! ſad! Oh ! narrow: view. 
Of all my Life's dear happineſs at once ! 
1 cannot teach my heart the hateful truth. 
What no more ſee thee ? fee my Love no more 2-- 


Clau. No more my Love 
7al. Oh ! ſay not thou fo, for from thee ir ſounds - 


Unkindly harſh, and the leaſt empty ſhadow 


Of chy unkindneſs ſoon would break my heart ! 
Clau. Ah ! thou art Love and Tendernefſs it elf, 


| Chaft, humble and-obedient to my Will, - 
It I had any Will that was not thine. © 
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Ful. Ah | my dear Lord our Wills were fo muchone, | 
I had no uſe ar all of my Obedience. 
Clau. Thy Virtues, as thy Beauties are Divine, 
And Heavenly goodneſs is in all thou doft, 
Oh! Fuliet ! how happy have we been ! 
Within our ſelves we'd perfe&t happineſs. 
We built ic not on the frail Goods of Fortune, 
But thou alone were't mine, and only I was thine. 
ul. And yet curs'd fortune too has ruin'd us 
That ſtream of Life that fed our mutual joys, 
This ſhock of Fate has thrown from out his bed, 
And in thy Death choaks up its pleaſing ſource. 
Clas. Like a good Play, our firft Act promis'd wonders, 
Bue the falſe Deputy and Milſer Pedro, 
With envious guilty hands pulls down the Curtain, 
And ſpightfully forbid the reſt. 
Oh ! Fulietta, how canft thou forgive me ? 
The curſed cauſe of this thy ſhameful woe ? 
Ful. Oh | rather how can'ſt thou forgive me, Claudio? 
Who thus have brought thee to untimely death 2? 
To ignominious death ! 
Clau. Oh charge not thy dear feif with ſuch a guilt, 
; 'Twas I, 'ewas TT alone, that caus'd it all, 
Wretch that I was, oh miſerable wretch, 
That could ſeek ought bur thee, tho ic was thine / 
Were not thy vertues, and thy wondrous Beauties 


A Treaſure large enough for my deſires ? | : 
But 1 muſt hazard thoſe for dirt, and Counters, 

© ! fooliſh Caution that regarded trifles, , 
And lefe my only Jewel fo expos'd. 


Yes, yes, I do deſerve this hateful lot, 
Impriſonment, foul Death, and every thing 
That's ignominious, for fo vile a Crime. 

Fu!, Forbear, my Love, thou could'ſt not ſee 
This ſad event, our Innocence could not fear 
Thoſe Laws, it ne're ſhould break : Laquinas abſent, 
And Father Pterre in France ! enough to prove 
Our Marciage, had we time. Our Enemys 
Deny me that, to rob me of my Dower. 

Oh / let them take it, and with it take my life, 
If they would ſpare but thee. *Tis I, 'tis I 
That robb'd my Claudio of his noble Life ! 
Oh! Heaven, [ſhall grow wild with the ſad Thought ! 
'Tis F«lietta murders her dear Claudio ! 
Clax. Oh ! do not grieve for what is not thy guilt, 


It is Heaven's Will, and we are innocent ! 
F. 2 Thea 
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Then grieve not thus, my Love, I hardly got 

This ſhore permiſſion for my laſt farewel , 

/ Which I wou'd uſe to comfort thy fad ſoul, 

And not rencreaſe thy ſorrows — Grieve no more. 
| Ful. Oh ! Can'ſt thou love! And yet forbid my grief : 
' Thou deal'ft not by me with the Rule of uftice. 

Wou'd {t thou not grieve were [ to dye like thee ? 

Yes, yes, thou wou'd'ſt, my Claudio, for my ſhame, 

Tho fortify'd with innocence, juſt now 

Shook thy dear Soul with Aponies of Grief. 

And wilt thou rob me then of the fad Priviledge 

Of my misfortunes ? 

No [I will grieve as long as I have life, 

For Life has now no joys t'appeaſe my ſorrows. 

What can I ſee thee leaving me for ever 2 

For ever ! oh diſmal ! curſed found ! 

And part without a pang or tear! | 

No Tl indulge ſo juſt a grief, and melt, 

Ditlolve into a watry Deluge, that ſhall 

Bear down the damms of Life, and drown my Woe. 

Clau. Think of thy Child, which is a part of me, 

Thou'le murder that with thy exceſs of forrow : 

Preſerve that Image of th' unhappy Claudiz. 

And if thou muſt be griev'd (for thou doſt love me 

And it is juſt thou grieve a little for me) | 
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Be moderate ia it, for mine and thy Child's ſake. F 
Think me but going a moſt happy Voyage, | 
To a bleſt Region of Content and Peace, FE 


Where Innocence and Truth are undiſturb'd 
By cruel envy, avarice or pride, 

There. to make ready a retreat for thee ; B 
Who at the night of this ſhort day of life 
Wilt follow me, and ſtay with me for ever. 
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7. Oh! oh! my heart. TWeeps, and ſhaw great ſorrow and impatience. 
Claus. Przthee, my Love, have patience ! In; 
7#/. Indeed I cannot helpire! _- | 
Clau. Good Heaven afkſt thee, for thy grief unmans me. Fo 
| And I diilolve in tears too, like a woman. M: 
| Enter Provoſt, Duke and Fryar. In « 
\ | Pro, You have enough convinc'd me. Thi 
« Dake. Fear not, but doas I adviſe. | On, 
al Pro. Time forces now your parting. To Claud. axd ul. . Gp 
4 Jul, Alas! my Claudio, muſt we part for ever ! Nor 
| Ca, Oh ! think not fo, in Heav'n we ſure muſt meer, Thi, 
\F] ) kind Provoſt allow a little time / Bef« 

| A: 
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A little more, that we may gently part, | 
Not as if corn by force from one another. | | 
Pro. A little and a little will be much, | 
And the Deputy in leſs than half an hour 
Expects your head, theſe holy men atcend you. 
Ful. Oh' | Faints away, and they carry her of 
Clau, Oh ! take care of her, her ſorrows fall 
| With an opprefling weight upon herhead. 
Oh ! holy Father, apply your Sacred Comforts 
To her fad ſoul diſeas'd with love and grief. 
Oh ! Fulictta! Oh ! moſt wretched Claudio ! 
Duke. Go after him, and mind my laſt direction. Exit. 
Well follow you. 
Pro. I thall. Exit. 
| 1ſabella (within.) Peace hoa ! be here. 
Duke. The Tongue of Iſabella. 
She comes to know if Claudio yet be pardon'd, 
And will be ſtrangely. ſtartled at the contrary. - 
Fil fend theſe Letters juſt now to Lord Angel: ; 
And let him know that I am now near home, 


And that he acrend me in the publick Hall. 
Enter Ifabella. 


1/a. By your leave. 

Duke. Good morrow, Gracious Daughter. 

]/ab. The better —giv'n me by ſo holy a man. 
Has yet the Deputy ſent my Brothers pardon ? | 

Duke. He has releas'd him from this wicked world. 
His head is off and ſent to Angelo. 

1/. This cannot be. 

Duke. "Tis fo indeed, good Daughter. 

Bur ſhew your wifdom in your patience now, 
| 4a, No, I will to him and pull his eyes our. 

Duke. You will not be admitted to his preſence. 

Ia. Unhappy Claudio, wretched Iſabella. 

Injurious World, accurſed Angelo ? : 

Duke. This hurts not him, nor profits you a jot,} 
Forbear it therefore, give your Cauſe to Heavn. 
Mark what I ſay, which you ſhall find 
In every ſyllable a faithful cruth. 

The Duke comes home this morning, dry your &y*5, 
One of our Convent and his Confetlor 

Gives us this News, he has already carry'd 

Notice to- Eſcalas. and Angelo. 

This Holy Father ſhall bring you and Marians. 
Before the Duke , to. the head. of Angelo, Fn: 


— 


— 
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Accuſe him home and home, nor be diſmaid 
At what the Duke may ſay to ſearch the bortom, 
Be rul'd by this good Father and you're ſafe. 
Iſs. Fil be dire&ed by you. 
Fryer. Let Mariana and your ſelf then meet me 
Near the Palace, e're the Duke arrive. 
[/a.T go to fetch her, and will not fail you. Exir, 
Duke. This day again I will appear at helm, 
- For Angels I find would weed the vices | 
Of others, while he lets his own till grow ; 
Bar I will foon let his falſe Reaſon know, 
Thar he that wou'd the Sword of Juſtice bear, 


Shou'd be as holy as he is ſevere. 
| | The end of the Fourth A#, 
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The Great Hall in the Palace. 


Enter Angelo, and Eſcalus. 
Ang. © now the time the Duke's expefted home. 
| Why has he order'd we fhan't meet his highnefs, 
| Bur wait him here, to give up our Authorities ? 
Eſc. I cannot guels the a | 
Ang. And why thould we proclaim an hour before 
His entry, thac if any claim Redreſs 
Azainſt Injuſtice in my Government, 
They ſhou'd at his firſt entrance here declare it. 
E/c. He ſhews you why, that none hereafter may 
Trump up devices or complaints againſt you. 
Ang. Well, I've obey'd him ; proclamation's made, 
Good Eſcalus ſee all attend in order. 
Eſc. I will. Exit. 


Arg. This deed unſhapes me quite, dulls all my judgment; * 


A Maid of Quality deflower'd, and by one 
Of my high Poſt, againſt the Law expreſs, 
That Law, that I enforc'd againſt her Brother. 
Her ſhame indeed, aw'd by my Pow'r, ſecures me 
From her reproaches ; 'tis true he ſhould have liv'd —— 
But thac his honour might have ta'n revenge, 
When he had knowa che Price his Life had coſt. 


Yet 
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Yet would that he had livd/ in me ewas murder 
Tho done by Law. | 

Within.) Room for the Duke, room for the Duke, longlive Vincentio, 
Ha / he comes, my guilt, Duke of Sever, - 
Tho ſafe hid from him, makes me dread his Preſence, 

Enter Duke, Lords and Attendant;. 
Happy return to your Royal Highneſs. 

Duke. Thanks, good Lord Angelo, on enquiry 
I hear ſuch fame of your great Juſtice, thar 
My Soul muſt as fore-runner of more juſt reward, .. 

Now give you publick thanks. 

£27. You make my Bonds ſtil] greater, 

Duke. Oh ! as I wou'd ſeverely puniſh him 
That ſhou'd betray my truſt, and turn it 
To baſe unworthy ends of Pride or Malice, 

Of guilty Vengeance, Favour, Cruelty, 
So muſt my people krow, how I eſteem . 
The man that does the contrary. 
Enter Father Thomas and Iſabella. 

Fry. Now's your time, ſpeak loud, and kneel before him. 

1a. Juſtice, Royal Duke, Oh ! pray regard 
An injur'd (I fain alas ! would fay 4) Maid ! | 
Oh ! hear me Prince-! Oh : hear, and give me Juſtice! 

Juſtice, Juſtice, Juſtice. 

Duke. Declare your wrongs. 

Here is Lord Angelo ſball giye you Juſtice. 
Apply your ſelf co him. 

1/a. Oh ! Royal Duke ! 

Hear me yourſelf, for oh, he has no Juſtice ! 
'Tis againſt him I claim it. 

Ang. My Lord, her Brain 
Is now infirm, having ſu'd to me in vain 
For her dead Brother, cut off by courſe of Juſtice. 

I/a- By courſe of Juſtice ! 

Ang. And ſhe'll ſpeak bitterly. 

Ta. I will ſpeak truth, however ſtrange ic ſeem. 
Thaec ,1ngelos forſworn, is ic not ſtrange ? 
That Angels's a Murtherer, is it not ſtrange ? 
That Angelo's an Adulterous Robber, 

A violater of unhappy Virgins, 
A moſt deceitful dangerous Hypocrite, 
Is ixnot ſtrange ? 
Duke. All all, moſt wondrous ſtrange. 
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iſs. Yet, Rcyal Sir, 'tis all as true as ſtrange. 
Duke. Away with ker, poor Soul, ſhe's mad. 
1s. Oh! Prince, | 
I do conjure you as you co beiieve 
A Heav'n to come, as well as Hell hereafter, 
That you ll not (hight my Cauſe as madneſs. 
All chat's unlikely is not ſure impoſkible. 
Hypocriſy were nothing, cou'd we ſee threugh it. 
A tiypocrite may feem as grave, auſtere, 
As holy, and as jult as Angels : 
Then he may be a Hypocrite, a Villain, 
If ke's not, hes nothing ; bur he is more. 
Duke. If ſhe be mad, 2s I believe no other, 
Her Madneſs has the oddeſt frame of ſenſe ; 
Such a dependancy of thing on thing, 
As ne're was heard in madnels. 
Iz. Oh! Gracious Duke : 
Relieve not that Pm mad, but do me Juſtfce. 
' Duke. Many that are not mad , have fure leſs reaſon. 
What wou'd you lay; come, to your complaint. 
2. { am the Siſter of unhappy Clandio, 
Who in your {ervice had receiv'd ſome Wounds, 
But falſly accus?d of breach of a blind Law, 
Was doom'd to death by him; in hopes to ſave him, 
I begg'd, and pray d, entreated, wept ; 
Thete tho they movd not picy, mov'd his Love, 
Which he confeſs'd, and urg'd, nay promis'd marriage, 
Which, with aſſurance of my Brothers life, 
Prevail'd with me , as to my certain Husband, 
To yield what he commanded. Wweepr. 
Dake. Go on. | 
1/a. But while his vows were warm yet on bis Lips, 
He cakes my Brothers life, a fatal proof 
How i!l he meanc to keep his other vows : 
And finding by your Royal Proclamation 
I muſt complain, or now or never, I could not 
Retiſt the impulſe of my injur'd honour. 
Duke. By heav'n, fond Maid, thou know'ſt not what thou ſay ft, 
Or art ſuborn d againſt his well known honour. 
Firſt his Integricy ſtands without blemiſh; 
Nex:, how cou'd he puniſh what himſelf durſt a 2 
Confelſs the truth, and ſay by whoſe advice, 
Thou com {t here to complain. 
is, And is this all * 
Then oh! you blefied Miniſters above 
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Then oh ! you bleſſed Miniſters above | 
Do me inſtanc Juſtice- Going, 

Duke. You wou'd be gone : 

But Guards ſecure her ; I will know the Spring 
That ſet you thus in motion. 

]/a- One that I wiſh were here, one Fryer Lodwick 

Duke, TI know him well, a man of truth and juſtice. 

F,, May't pleaſe vour Highneſs I am here for him, 
Who being detain'd by illneſs from this place, 

Has ſent me hither to oppoſe this Maid 
And you yhall hear her fo diſprov'd, thac ſhe, 
Shall her own ſelf confeſs ir. 

Duke, Let's hear this proof. 
| VVhy look you ſo concern'd , Lord Angelo ? 
| Do you doubt my Juſtice or wy Love, or think 
T1 ſuffer calumny co thrive ; come ſic your ſelf, 
| Be your own Judge Fryer proceed, 
=; Enter Mariana weil'd, and Maid with the Cabinet. 
| Fry. Here comes the proof, my Lord. 
| Duke. Firſt let her ſhew her face, and after ſpeak. 

Mar. Pardon, my Lord, I dare not ſhew my Face 
Till my own Husband bid me. 

Duke. Are you then marry'd ? 

Mar. My Lord, I am, and come co juſtify my Husband. 
She that accuſes her Lord Angelo, ; 
Does of that very crime accuſe my Husband, 

And charges him, when I my Lord did hold him 
Within theſe Arms my elf. 

. Ang. Charges ſhe more than me ? 

Mar. Not that I know of. 

Duke. No? you ſay your Husband. 

May, 1 do, my Lord, but that is .fgelo. 

Ang. This is a ſtrange Abuſe ; let's lee thy face. 

Mar. My Husband bids me now, I will unmask. 

This is that face, thou cruel Angelo, 

Which you once ſwore was worthy of your eyes ; 

This is the hand you took with ſolemn vows ; 

And this the body that ſupply'd her place 
This morning in the Royal Grotto. 

Duke. Know you this woman, Angels ? 5 

Ang. My Lord, Imuſt confeſs 1 know this woman, | 
And fome years ſince there was ſome ſpeech of Marriage 
Betwixt my ſelf and her, which was broke off, 

Partly for that her Portion prov'd lefs than promiſe, 


But more eſpecially for her ill ypame, 
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Since which I've neither ſeen nor ſpoke with her, 
' Upon my Faith and Honour. 
Mar. Noble Hrince ! 
So may I meer the Bleſſings of hereafter, 
As this man knew me as his wife this morning. 
Ang. I did but ſmile till now : Good my Lord, 
Give me the ſcope of Juſtice, I do perceive 
Theſe poor informing women are ſet on 
By ſome more powerful to blaſt my vertue. 
Duke. No more — Baſe Angelo, I know thee guilty ; : 
I was my {cit contriver of this Scene, (Angelo farts up.. 
As I had been to do Mariana juſtice. 
Produce that Casket : Know you, Sir, thoſe Jewels ? 
They were, 'tis crue,' deſign'd the price of Virgins, 
But brought by that bright Maid to thy good Wife, 
Who in her place deceiv'd thee in the Grotto. 
This, this good Father, (that was my companion, 
Whilſt I difguis'd my [If in their habic) 
Can witneſs for me. I waited all this while, 
To ſee if thy Remorſe wou'd ſhew thy Guilt, 
But thou art hardned in thy guileful Arts. 
Have you ought yer to ſay ? 
Ang. Oh ! my dread Lord, 
I ſhou'd be guiltier than I am, to think 
I can be undiſcover'd, when your Highneſs, 
Like power divine, has thus obſerv'd my ations. 
Oh !-hold no longer Seffions on my ſhame, 
But let my Sentence paſt on Claudio's Life 
Be now my doom, I only beg for death. 
Duke. And that's your due. Come hither, Marians. 
Say, was you ever marry d to this woman ? 
Ang. My good Lord, I was. | 
Duz. Come hither, T/abe!la. 
Your Fryer's now your Prince. 
1/a. Oh! gwe me pardon, 
That I your Vaſlal have employ'd, and pain'd 
Your unknown Soveraignty. | 
Duke. It needs no pardon. 
Bur yours I ask, that by delays ſurpriz'd, 
Have loſt your Brothers life. Bur he that judg'd him, 
Guilty of breach of Promiſe, as of Luſt, 
The very mercy of the Law cries out 
An Angels for Claudio, life for life. 
We do condemn thee then to that ſame Block 
Where. Claudio ſtoop'd to. death, with the ſame hafte.. 
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Away with him. | 
Mar. Oh my moſt gracious Lord ! 
I hope you will not mock me with a Husband. | 
Duke. It is your Angelo has mock'd you wich a Husband, 
For his poſſeflion's forfeited by Law, | 
VVe give 'em you to buy a better Husband. 
Mar. | crave no other , wou'd no better man. 
Duke, Speak not you for him, my reſolve is fixt. 
Mar. Oh! [/[abella ! if you e're knew love, 
Afliſt my Prayers, and kneel with me to beg 
This boon of the good Duke, and all my life 
Shall be devored ro your conſtant ſervice. 
Duke. Againſt all {ſenſe you do follicit her. 
Shou'd ſhe but ſpeak, htr Brothers Ghoſt would break 
His deep pav'd bed, to take her hence with horror. 
Mar. Oh ! Iſabella ! | 
Oh, kneel but by me ! lift but up your hands! 
Say nothing, I'll ſay all. Oh, Prince ! 
The nobleſt Nature's mingled wich ſome faults, 
So may my Husband's. You have known his cruth, 
His Judgment, Will, Ability to ſerve you. 
Oh, Iſabella, will you then not kneel? 
Duke. For Claudio's death he dies. 
1/a. Oh, Royal Sir ! 
Look on this man as if my Brother liv'd. 
I do believe till he ſaw me, his Virtue 
Might guide his rigid aGions. 
Mar. Moſt certainly. 
Duke. Your ſuit's in vain: ſtand up, I have bethought - me 
Of another faule. Provoſt, how came ic | 
That Claxdis dy'd at an unuſual hour? 
Pro. I was ſo commanded, 
Duke. Had you a ſpecial Warrant for {o doing ? 
Pro. No, my good Lord, it was a private Meſſage. 
Dake. For which I here diſcharge you of your office. 
Give up your Keys. 
Pro. Oh, pardon me, Sir ? 
I thought it was a fault, but knew it not, 
And yet repented ic on more advice. 
For teſtimony of which, one perſon 
That ſhou'd have dy'd by privace order, 
] have preferv'd alive. 
Duke. \ Vhatis he? . 
Pro. His name is Bernardine. 
Duke. I with thou had ſt done {o by Claudio too. 
yy (3 '2 Go 
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Go fetch him hither, jet us ſee him here. Ex, Pro, 
Eſc. T am ſorry one fo learn'd and wiſe, 
As you, Lord Angels, have ſtill appear'd, | 
Shou'd ſlip ſo grolsly both in heat of Blood, 
And want of Judgment afterwards. 

Arr, My ſorrow equals- yours, I crave not pity, 
| merit death, and that I only beg for, 

Enter Proveft, Claudio, and Julietta. 

Duke. Is this that Bernardine that you have ſav'd. 

Pro. It is, my Liege, as like to Claudio as himſelf. 

Duke, If he be like your Brother he is ſafe. 

I/s. My Brother ! p= | 

Clau, My Siſter! | They embrace. 

Duke, Give me your hand, and ſay you will be mine, 

He is my Brether coo, but fitter time for that. 
By this, Lord Angels perceives he's ſafe. 
Methinks I fee a quickning in his eye. 
Well Angelo, let not this ſucceſs 
To your ill deeds encourage your miſdoing. 
Cheriſh your Wife, ſhe's worthy of your love ; 
1 have confe(ſs'd her, and I know her Vertue. 
Thanks, my good Eſcalns, for thy faithful ſervices. 
Honelſt Provoit, thy care and ſecreſie 
Shall meer a good reward ; we ſhall employ thee 
In a worthier place. Forgive him, Angelo, 
Who ſhew'd the head of Rangozine for Claudis's ; 
Th' offence remits itſelf. Diſmiſs the company. 
 Ej/ca. My Liege, before you do retire, I beg of you 
To ſhare the joy we have for your return: 
The ſudden notice crampt our zeal to this. 

Dake. If Tſabella pleaſe we all will ſhare it. | | 
Come fir by me, I know thy Vertue Royal, | 
Thy Houſe as ancient as thy Beauty's young. | 

They all fit, The laſt Muſick. | 
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The Fourth Entertainment. 


Phebus Riſes in his Chariot over the Sea. The 
Nercides out of the Sca. 


FRO NG Aurora's Spicy Bed 
Phoebus rears his Sacred Head ; 
Hu Courſers advancing, 
Curvetting and Prancing. 

1 Ner. Phoebus ſtrives in vain to tame 'em, 
With Ambroſia fed too bigh. 

2 Ner. Phatbus o»gbt nor now to blame 'em, 
Wild and eager to ſurvey | 
The faireſt Pageant of the Sea. | 

Phoe. Tritons and Nereids come pay your devotion, 

Cho. To the new riſmg Star of the Ocean. 


Venus deſcends in her Chariot, the Tritons riſe out of . 
the Sea. The Tritons dance. 


Ner. Look down ye Orbs and ſee 
A New Divmity. 

Pho. Whoſe Luſtre does outſhine 

Your fainter Beams, and half Eclipſes mine. 

Give Phabus leave to Propheſee, 

Phobus all events can ſee. © 

Ten thouſand, thouſand barms 

From /uch prevailing Charms, 

To (:0ds and Men muſt inſtantly enſue. 
Cho. And if the Deities above = 

Are wittims of the Powers of Love, 

What muſt Wretched Mortals do. 
Venus. Fear not, Phoebus, fear not me, 

A harmleſs deity. 

Theſe are all my Guards ye view. 

What can theſe Blind Archer; do. 
Pho, Blind they are, but ffrike the Heart, 
Ven. What Phabus /ays is always true 

They wound indeed, but 'tis @ pleaſing [marr. 
Pho. Earth and Skies addreſs their duty. 


To the Soveraign Queen of Beauty. * 
All 
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At ber undiſputed ſaay. 


Cho. 7o Phatbus and Venus our Homage we'll pay, 
Her Charms bleſs the night, as hir Bears bleſs the day 


The Nereids Dance. The Scene changes toa Grove. The Spring 
appears in an Arbour, with her Nymphs abayc her. 


Ven. See the Spring in all her Glory, 

Cho. Welcomes Venus to the ſhore. 

Ven. Smiling hours are now before you, 
Hours that may return no more. 


Sofc Muſick. Exit Pho. Ven. 
Enter the Country Shepherds an d Shepherdefles 
A DIALOGYU E. 


He. Tel! me, tell me, prithee Dolly, 

And leave thy Melancholy ; 
Why on re Plains, the Nymp bs and Swain, 
This morning are ſo jolly. x 

She. By Zephir s gentle blowing, 

And Grace of Venus flowing, 
| The Sun bas been to Court our Queen, 
And tir d the Spring with woo. 
He. The Sun does guild cur Bowers, 
She. The Spring does yield us Flowers. 
She ſends the Vine. 7 | 

He. He makes the Wine, 3 
To charm our bappy Hours. 

She. She gives our Flocks their feeding, 

| He. He makes them fit for breeding, | 

She. She decks the Plain, | | [| 

He. He fills the Grain, | 
And makes it worth rhe weeding. 

Cho. Put the Folly Nymph Thetis that long bis Love ſought, 
Has fluſter d him now with a large Mornings draught. 
Ler's go and divert him then whilſt be s mellow, 

Tow know in bis Cups he's a Hot-beaded Fellow. P 
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Enter Morris Dancers. 
Enter the Spring and Nymphs 


Spring. Our Youth and Form declare, 
For what we were defign'd. 
'Twas Nature made us fair, 
And you muſt make us kind. 
He that fails of addreſſing, 
'Tis but Juſt he (hould Fall, of poſſeſſmg. 
he Spring and Nymphs dance 


| Enter Shepherds. 
She. Folly Shepherds come away 
To celebrate this Genial day, 
And take the friendly bowrs your 0ws to pay, 
Now ma ke Trjal, 
And take no denial, 
Now carry your Game, or for ever give ore: 
Cho. Let us Love and happy live. 
Poſſeſs thoſe ſmiling Hours. 
The more auſpicious Powers, 
And gentle Planets give, 
Prepare thoſe ſoft returns to meet; 
That makes Love torments [weer. 


Enter Mars and his Attendants; on one ſide, Peace and her 
| Train on the other. 


Mar. Bid the Warlike Trumpet ſound, 
Conqueſt waits with Lawrel crown'd,. 
Conqueſt is the Hero's due. 

Glorious Triumph will enſue. 

Peace. *T:s time for War's alarms to ceaſe, 
And Heroes Crown'd with ſpoils, 

Enjoy the Harweſs of their toils, 
And" reap the happy Fruits of Peace. 

Mar. & his Train Cho.) No, no ! tho love would have i; jo- 
Fame and Honour anſwer—— No, 

Peace. Wherefore mult the Warriour be- 
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Shall be, whoſe walour gain'd 

The Prize in rough alatms,” b- 4 

Fe ſtill condemn'd to £9 4, 

Hnd from a Vittors ſhaye detgin'd, s | 
Mar. Cho. Yes, yes. 
Peace.Cho. No, wo. Ed. SEED 
Mar, Cho. Fame, Fame will have it (6, þ 
Peace.Cho. Lowe and Reaſon anſwer no. 
Peace. Muſt he with endleſs toil; be pref? 

Nor with repoſe himſelf be bleſt, 

Who g:ves the weary Nations reſt. 
Mar. Cho. Yer, yes. NE 


Peace. Cho. Ns, no 
Ail. Love, Reaſon, Honour, all wiil,have it ſo. 


Cho. Since it decreed that Wars ſnuld ceaſe, 
Let's all agree ro welcome Peace, 
The-grand Dance. 


Puke. IT am the laſt vf my great race, and wou'd not 
Leave my dear Country when I dye to ſtrife ; 
But that T may ſecure-lo greata blefling, ... \ ,-- | 
With equal hand co all I'll Juſtice do; i E251 | 
Favour ſhan't blind my Reaton, bur Reward | : 
And puniſhment'ſhall wait on Guilt and Meritz - Is 
Impartial Juſtice, Kings ſhou 4 mind alone,. - 
For that 'tis ſtill perpetuates beſt a Throne, 
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